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THE WOODS OF LA SAUDRAIE, 


BOOKA UR o:I. 


THE WOODS OF LA SAUDRAIE. 


Dvrine the last of May, 1793, one of the Parisian battalions 
led into Brittany by Santerre was scouring the terrible woods 
of La Saudraie in Astillé. The battalion had only three 
hundred men left, for it had been decimated by the cruel 
war. It was at the time when after Argonne, Jemmapes, and 
Valmy, there remained of the first battalion of Paris, originally 
numbering six hundred volunteers, twenty-seven men; of the 
second battalion, thirty-three men; and of the third, fifty- 
seven. It was a time of epic conflicts. 

The battalions sent from Paris to La Vendée numbered 
nine hundred and twelve men. Lach battalion had three 
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pieces of cannon. The troops had been quickly raised. On 
the twenty-fifth of April, Gohier being minister of justice, 
and Bouchotte minister of war, the section of the Bon Consezt, 
had proposed to send battalions of volunteers to La Vendée. 
Lubin, member of the commune, had made the report: the 
first of May, Santerre was ready to send out twelve thousand 
soldiers, thirty field-pieces and a battalion of gunners. These 
battalions organized hastily were so well organized, that they 
serve as models to-day ; the companies of the line are made 
up on the principle governing them; the only change has 
been in the proportion between the number of soldiers and 
non-commissioned officers. 

On the twenty-eighth of April the commune of Paris gave 
this order to Santerre’s volunteers: “No mercy, no quarter.” 
At the end of May, of the twelve thousand Parisian troops, 
two-thirds were dead. 

The battalion engaged in the woods of La Saudraie was 
proceeding cautiously. They took their time. They looked 
to the right and to the left, in front of them and behind them 
at the same time. Kléber has said: “The soldier has an eye 
in his back.” They had been marching for hours. What 
time could it be? What part of the day was it? It would 
have been difficult to say, for there is always a sort of twilight 
in such wild thickets, and it is never light in these woods. 

The forest of La Saudraie was tragic. It was in these 
woods that the civil war began its crimes in the month of 
November, 1792. The ferocious cripple, Mousqueton, had 
come out of these gloomy depths; the number of murders 
committed there made one’s hair stand on end. There was 
no place more frightful. The soldiers penetrated there cau- 
tiously. Everywhere was abundance of flowers; one was 
surrounded with a trembling wall of branches, from which 
hung the charming freshness of the foliage; sunbeams here 
and there made their way through the green shade; on the 
ground the gladiolus, the yellow swamp flag, the meadow 
narcissus, the génotte, the herald of fine weather, and the 
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spring crocus formed the embroidery and decoration of a 
thick carpet of vegetation, luxuriant in every kind of moss, 
from that resembling velvet, to that like stars. The soldiers 
advanced step by step in silence, noiselessly pushing aside the 
underbrush. The birds warbled above their bayonets. 

La Saudraie was one of those thickets where formerly in 
times of peace they used to hold the Houicheba, — hunting 
birds at night ; now they were hunting men there. 

The wood was full of birch trees, beeches, and oaks; the 
ground flat ; the moss and thick grass deadened the sound of 
the marching men; every path lost itself abruptly among the 
holly, wild sloe, ferns, hedges of rest-harrow, tall briers; it 
was impossible to see a man ten feet away. 

Occasionally, a heron or a waterfowl passed through the 
branches, showing that there were swamps near by. 

They marched on. They went at haphazard, full of anxiety, 
and fearing to find what they sought. From time to time 
they came across traces of encampments, burnt places, 
trodden-down grass, sticks in the form of a cross, bloody 
branches. There soup had been made, there mass had been 
said, there wounds had been dressed. But those who had 
passed this way had disappeared. Where were they? Far 
away, perhaps. Perhaps close by, concealed, gun in hand. 
The woods seemed deserted. The battalion redoubled its pre- 
cautign. Solitude and suspicion. There was nobody to be 
seen; the more reason for fearing somebody. They had to do 
with a forest of ill-repute. An ambuscade was probable. 

Thirty grenadiers, detached as scouts and commanded by a 
sergeant, were marching in advance at a considerable distance 
from the main body of the troop. The vivandiere of the 
battalion accompanied them. The vivandieres join the van- 
guards from choice. They run a risk, but they expect to see 
something. Curiosity is one form of feminine bravery. 

Suddenly the soldiers in this little squad experienced that 
thrill familiar to huntsmen, which indicates that they 
have reached their prey. They had heard something like a 
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whisper in the midst of a thicket, and it seemed that some 
one had just seen a movement among the leaves. The soldiers 
made signs to each other. 

In the sort of watch and search entrusted to scouts, the 
officers do not need to take part; whatever must be done is 
done of itself. 

In less than a minute, the spot where the movement had 
been seen was surrounded; a circle of pointed muskets en- 
closed it, the obscure centre of the thicket was aimed at from 
all sides at once, and the soldiers with fingers on the trigger 
and eyes on the suspected place, only waited for the sergeant’s 
command to riddle it with bullets. The vivandiere, however, 
ventured to look through the brambles, and at the instant 
when the sergeant was about to cry: “Fire!” this woman 
cried = Halta? 

And turning towards the soldiers: “Don’t shoot, com. 
rades !” 

She rushed headlong into the thicket. They followed her. 

There was, indeed, some one there. 

In the densest part of the thieket, on the edge of one of 
those little round clearings made in the woods by the charcoal 
furnaces in burning roots of trees, in a sort of recess among 
the branches, a kind of leafy chamber, half open like an 
alcove, a woman was sitting on the moss, with an infant at 
the breast, and in her lap the blond heads of two sleeping 
children. 

This was the ambuscade. 

“What are you doing here?” cried the vivandieére. 

The woman raised her head. 

The vivandiere added fiercely,— 

“Are you mad to be here!” 

And she continued,— 

“A little more and you would have been killed!” 

And addressing the soldiers, she added,— 

“Tt 1s a woman.” 

“By Jove, we see it is indeed!” said a grenadier. 
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The vivandiére continued,— 

“Come into the woods to be massacred! Did ever anybody 
imagine such stupidity as that ? ” 

The woman stupefied, frightened, petrified, saw all about her 
as in a dream these guns, these sabres, these bayonets, these 
fierce faces. 

The two children woke up and began to ery. 

“Tm hungry,” said one. 

“Tm afraid,” said the other. 

The little one went on nursing. 

The vivandiére spoke to it. 

“You are quite right,” she said. 

The mother was dumb with fright. 

The sergeant cried out to her,— 

“ Don’t be afraid, we are the battalion of the Bonnet-Rouge.” 

The woman trembled from head to foot. She looked at the 
sergeant, whose rough face showed only his eyebrows, his 
moustache, and two coals which were his two eyes. 

“Formerly the battalion of the Croix-Rouge,”’ added the 
vivandiere. 

And the sergeant continued,— 

“ Who are you, madam ?” 

The woman looked at him, terrified. She was thin, young, 
pale, and in rags; she wore the large hood of the Breton peas- 
ant, and the woolen cloak fastened at the neck with a string. 
She let her bare breast be seen with utter indifference. Her 
feet without stockings or shoes were bleeding. 

‘“‘She is poor,” said the sergeant. 

And the vivandiére in her soldierly and feminine voice, ten- 
derly withal, resumed,— 

“ What is your name ? ” 

The woman stammered almost indistinctly,— 

-“ Michelle Fléchard.” 

Meanwhile the vivandiére caressed the little head of the nurs- 
ing child with her large hand. 

*“ How old is this baby ?” she asked. 


14 NINETY-THREE. 


The mother did not understand. The vivandiére persisted. 

“T asked you the age of the child.” 

«“ Ah!” said the mother, “eighteen months.” 

“Jt is too old,” said the vivandiere. “It ought not to 
nurse any longer. You must wean it. We will give it some 
soup.” 

The mother began to grow calmer. The two little ones 
which had awakened were more curious than frightened. 
They admired the plumes. 

“Ah!” said the mother, “they are very hungry.” 

And she added: “I have no more milk.” 

“They shall have something to eat,” cried the sergeant, 
“and you too. But that is not all. What are your political 
opinions ? ” 

The woman looked at the sergeant, but gave no answer. 

“Did you hear my question ? ” 

She stammered: “I was placed in a convent when very 
young, but I am married, am not anun. ‘The sisters taught 
me to speak French. The village was set on fire. We escaped 
in such haste that I did not have time to put on my shoes.” 

“T ask what are your political opinions ? ” 

«J don’t know.” 

The sergeant continued,— 

“There are spies about. If caught, spies are shot. You see. 
Speak. You are not a gypsy. What is your country ? ” 

She still looked at him, evidently without understanding. 

The sergeant asked once more: “ What is your country ?” 

“T do not know,” she said. 

“What, you don’t know your own country.” 

“ Ah! my country, yes, indeed.” 

“ Well, what is your country ? ” 

The woman answered: “It is the farm of Siscoignard, in 
the parish of Azé.” 

It was the sergeant’s turn to be amazed. He remained lost 
in thought for a moment, then replied, — 

“What did you say ?” 
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“ Siscoignard.” 

“But that is not a country.” 

“Tt is my country.” 

And, after a moment of reflection, the woman added, — 

“JT understand, sir. You are from France. I am from 
Brittany.” 

eWell?” 

“Tt is not the same country.” 

“But it is the same fatherland!” exclaimed the sergeant. 

The woman merely replied, — 

“JT am from Siscoignard !” 

“Have it Siscoignard, then,” replied the sergeant. “Does 
your family belong there ? ” 

& Yes.” 

“What do they do?” 

“They are all dead. I have no relatives now.” 

The sergeant, who was clever with his tongue, continued to 
question her. 

“People have parents, you devil, or have had them! Who 
are you? Speak!” 

The woman heard in amazement this ow on en a eu, which 
sounded more like the cry of a wild beast than human speech. 

The vivandiere felt the need of coming to her aid. She 
renewed her caresses to the nursing child, and patted the 
cheeks of the other two. 

“What do you call the baby?” she asked; “I see itisa 
girl.” 

The mother answered: “ Georgette.” 

“ And the oldest ? he is a man, the scamp.” 

“ René-Jean.” 

“And the younger one? He is a man, too, and a chubby- 
faced fellow besides.” 

“Gros-Alain,” said the mother. 

“They are pretty little things,” said the vivandiére ; “you 
seem to be somebody.” 

Meanwhile, the sergeant persisted in talking. 
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“Tell me, madam. Have you a house?” 

‘Thad ones 

“Where was it?” 

HAL Ave” 

“Why are you not in your house ?” 

“Because it is burned.” 

“Who burned it ?” 

“T don’t know. ‘There was a battle.” 

“Where did you come from ?” 

“From there.” 

“Where are you going ?” 

“JT don’t know.” 

“Come to the point. Who are you?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“You don’t know who you are ?” 

““We are people who have escaped.” 

“To what party do you belong ?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Do you belong to the Blues? Do you belong to the 
Whites? Whom are you with?” 

“T am with my children.” 

Here was a pause. The vivandiére said, — 

“JT never had any children. I didn’t have time.” 

The sergeant began again, — 

“But your parents. Come, madam, tell us about your par- 
ents. My name is Radoub; I am a sergeant; I belong in rue 
du Cherche-Midi; my father and mother belonged there, too. 
I can tell you about my parents. Tell us about yours. Tell 
us who your parents were.” 

“They were the Fléchards.” 

“Yes; the Fléchards are the Fléchards, as the Radoubs are 
the Radoubs. But people have some occupation. What was 
the occupation of your parents? What did they do? What 
did they make? What did they jledge, these Fledghards of 
yours ?” 

“They were farmers, My father was infirm and unable to 
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work, because he had been cudgelled by the seigneur, his seig- 
neur, Our seigneur, which was a kindness, for my father had 
poached a rabbit, and the penalty for this offence was death; 
but the seigneur had mercy and said; ‘Give him only a hun- 
dred blows,’ and my father was made a cripple.” 

“Go on.” 

“My grandfather was a Huguenot. The priest had him 
sent to the galleys. I was very young.” 

“Go on.” 

“My husband’s father was a salt smuggler. The king had 
him hanged.” 

“And your husband, what does he do?” 

“ At the present time he is fighting.” 

“For whom ?” 

“For the king.” 

“For whom else?” 

“Why, for his seigneur ? ” 

“For whom else ?” 

“ Why, for the priest.” 

“The accursed names of brutes!” exclaimed a grenadier. 

The woman shook with fear. 

“You see, madam, we are Parisians,” said the vivandieére 
kindly. 

The woman clasped her hands and cried: “Oh, my Lord 
Jesus !” 

“No superstitions,” resumed the sergeant. 

The vivandiére sat down beside the woman and drew to her 
the oldest of the children, who made no resistance. Children 
feel confidence just as they feel afraid, without knowing why. 
They have a monitor within. 

_ “My poor good woman, you have some pretty brats, at any 
rate. I can guess their ages. The largest is four years old, 
his brother three. Indeed that nursing kid is a famous greedy- 
gut. You see, madame, you have nothing to fear. You shall 
join the battalion. You can doas I do. I call myself Hou- 
zarde; it isa nickname. But I prefer to be called Houzarde 
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rather than Mamzelle Bicomeau, like my mother. I am the 
vivandiére or canteen-woman, as the one is called who serves 
out the drink when any one is shot or killed. The devil and 
his train! Our feet are nearly the same size, I will give you 
some of my shoes. I was in Paris the tenth of August. I 
gave Westermann a drink. He was walking. I saw Louis 
XVL., Louis Capet they call him, guillotined. He didn’t like 
it. Why, just listen. They say that the thirteenth of Janu- 
ary he was having chestnuts cooked, and laughing with his 
family! When they forced him to lie down on the bascule, as 
they call it, he had on neither coat nor shoes; he wore only 
his shirt, a quilted vest, grey cloth breeches, and grey silk 
stockings. I saw that myself. ‘The carriage he was brought 
in was painted green. You see, come with us, we have good 
boys in the battalion; you shall be vivandiére number two; I 
will teach you the profession. Oh! it is very simple! You 
have your can and your little bell, you go about in the tumult, 
in the midst of the firing of the platoons, among the cannon 
shots, in the uproar, shouting: ‘Who wants a drink, chil- 
dren?’ Itis no more difficult than that. I give everybody 
a drink. Yes, indeed. The Whites as well as the Blues; 
although I am a Blue, and a good Blue too. But I give every- 
body a drink. The wounded are thirsty. People die without 
regard for opinions. When people are dying you ought to 
press their hands. How silly it is to fight! Come with us. 
If I am killed you will be my successor. You see, that is 
the way I seem; but I am a good woman and a brave man. 
Don’t have any fear.” ; 

When the vivandiére had stopped speaking, the woman 
murmured: “Our neighbor’s name was Marie-Jean, and our 
servant’s Marie-Claude.” 

In the meantime the Sergeant Radoub was reprimanding 
the grenadier, — 

“Hold your tongue. You have frightened the woman. 
You mustn’t swear before ladies.” 

“All the same, as far as an honest man can understand it, 
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it is a genuine massacre,” replied the grenadier. “The idea 
of these Chinese peasants having their father-in-law crippled 
by the seigneur, their grandfather sent to the galleys by the 
priest, and their father hung by the king, and then insist on 
fighting. In the name of common sense! And they thrust 
themselves into a revolt and let themselves be crushed for the 
seigneur, the priest, and the king!” 

“Silence in the ranks,” cried the sergeant. 

“We'll be silent, sergeant,” continued the grenadier, “but 
that won’t prevent its being a pity for a pretty woman like 
that to run the risk of having her neck broken for the hand- 
some eyes of a priest.” 

“Grenadier,” said the sergeant, “we,are not in the Club 
des Piques at Paris. None of your eloquence.” 

And he turned towards the woman. 

“ And your husband, madam ? What is he doing? What 
has he become ? 

“He hasn’t become anything, because he has been killed.” 

“Where ? ” 

“In the hedge.” 

“When ? ” 

“Three days ago.” 

“ Who killed him ? ” 

“T don’t know.” — 

“What, you don’t know who killed your husband ? ” 

(14 No.” 

“Was ita Blue? Was it a White?” 

“Tt was a bullet.” 

“ And three days ago ?” 

ees.” 

“From which direction ? ” 

“From Ernée. My husband fell. There!” 

“And since your husband is dead, what are you going 
to do?” 

“T am carrying away my children.” 

“Where are you carrying them?” 
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“Straight ahead.” 

“Where do you sleep ?” 

“On the ground.” 

“What do you get to eat ?” 

“ Nothing.” 

The sergeant made up the military face of touching his 
nose with his mustache. 

“ Nothing.” 

“That is to say wild plums, mulberries in the brambles, if 
there are any left from last year, myrtle seeds, fern shoots.” 

“Yes. As much as to say nothing.” 

The oldest of the children, seeming to understand, said: 
“Tm hungry.” 

The sergeant took a piece of soldier’s bread out of his 
pocket and handed it to the mother. The mother broke the 
bread in two pieces, and gave them to the children. The 
little ones eagerly devoured it. 

“She hasn’t kept any for herself,” muttered the sergeant. 

“Tt is because she isn’t hungry,” said a soldier. 

“It’s because she is their mother,” said the sergeant. 

The children interrupted them. 

“T want a drink,” said one. 

“T want a drink,” repeated the other. 

“Ts there no brook in these devilish woods?” said the 
sergeant. 

The vivandiere took the copper cup hanging from her belt 
beside her bell, turned the spigot of the keg which hung from 
her shoulder by a strap, let a few drops run into the cup, and 
held it to the children’s lips. 

The first drank and made up a face. 

The second one drank and spit it out. 

“Why, it’s good,” said the vivandiére. 

“Ts it Coupe-Figure ?” asked the sergeant. 

“Yes, and of the best. But they are peasants.” 

And she wiped the cup. 

The sergeant continued, — 
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“ And you are making your escape in this way ?” 

“T am obliged to.” 

“ Across the country in a bee line.” 

“T ran with all my might, and then I walked, and then I 
fell down.” 

“ Poor creature !” said the vivandiére. 

“People are fighting everywhere,” stammered the woman. 
“JT am surrounded on all sides with gunshots. I don’t know 
what it all means. They have killed my husband. I only 
understand that.” 

The sergeant thumped the ground with the butt of his mus- 
ket, and exclaimed, — 

“Jn the name of a jackass, what a beastly war this is!” 

The woman continued: “Last night we slept in an émousse.” 

“All four of you?” 

“ All four of us.” 

“Slept?” 

“Slept.” 

“Then,” said the sergeant, “you slept standing.” 

And he turned to the soldiers. 

“ Comrades, a great, old, hollow trunk of a tree, that a man 
would have to squeeze himself into as if ’twere a knife-case, 
these shy creatures call that an émousse. What do you think 
about it? They are not obliged to be Parisians.” 

“Slept in the trunk of a hollow tree!” said the vivandiere ; 
“and with three children !” 

“And when the little ones bawled,” the sergeant went on 
to say, “it must have been funny enough for those who were 
passing and saw nothing at all, to hear a tree crying: ‘Papa! 
Mamma !’” 

“Fortunately, it is summer-time,” sighed the woman. 

She looked on the ground, resigned, with an expression in 
her eyes of that astonishment which comes from sudden mis- 
fortune. 

The soldiers quietly formed a circle around the pitiful 


group. 
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A widow, three orphans, flight, desertion, solitude, mutter. 
ings of war all around the horizon, hunger, thirst, no food but 
grass, no roof but the heavens. 

The sergeant approached the woman and looked at the nurs- 
ing child. The little one left the breast, turned her head 
gently, looked with her beautiful blue eyes at the frightful 
hairy face, rough and tawny, which bent over her, and began 
to smile. 

The sergeant straightened himself up, and a great tear was 
seen to roll down his cheek and rest on the end of his mus- 
tache like a pearl. 

He raised his voice, — 

“ After all this, it is my opinion that the battalion ought to 
become a father. Is it agreed? Let us adopt these three 
children.” 

“Long live the Republic!” cried the grenadiers. 

“Done,” said the sergeant. 

And he extended his hands above the heads of mother and 
children. 

“Behold,” he said, “the children of the battalion of Bonnet- 
Rouge.” 

The vivandiere leaped for joy. 

“Three heads in one bonnet!” she cried. 

Then she burst into sobs, embraced the poor widow effu- 
sively, and said to her, — 

“The baby already looks like a general !” 

“Tong live the Republic!” repeated the soldiers. 

And the sergeant said to the mother, — 

“Come, citoyenne.” 
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THE CORVETTE ‘« CLAYMORE.” 


CHAPTER I. 
ENGLAND AND FRANCE. 


In the spring of 1793, at the time when France, attacked 
on all her frontiers at once, was touchingly diverted by the 
fall of the Girondists, this is what took place in the Channel 
Islands. 

One evening, the first of June, in Jersey, in the little lonely 
bay of Bonne-nuit, about an hour before sunset, during one of 
those fogs convenient for escape, because they are dangerous 
for navigation, a corvette was preparing to set sail. The 
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crew of this vessel was French, but it belonged to the English 
fleet stationed on the lookout at the eastern point of the 
island. The Prince of la Tour-d’Auvergnue, who belonged to 
the house of Bouillon, commanded the English Fleet, and it 
was by his orders, and for an urgent and special service, that 
the corvette had been detached. 

This corvette, enrolled at Trinity House as the “Claymore,” 
was to all appearances a merchant ship, but in reality was a 
sloop of war. She had the clumsy, peaceful aspect of a mer- 
chantman; this was a mere blind, however. She had been 
built for a double purpose, deception and strength: to deceive, 
if possible; to fight, if necessary. For the service that she 
had to perform this night, her cargo between decks had been 
replaced by thirty carronades of heavy calibre. Either be- 
cause a storm was in prospect, or to give an innocent appear- 
ance to the vessel, these thirty carronades were shut in, that 
is securely fastened within by triple chains, and the mouths 
pushed up against the closed port holes; there was nothing to 
be seen from the outside; the port holes were concealed; the 
lids closed; it was as if the corvette wore a mask. These 
carronades had wheels with bronze spokes, an ancient model, 
called “ modéle radié.” 

Corvettes usually have no cannons except on the upper 
deck ; this one, constructed for surprise and stratagem, had 
no guns on the upper deck and as we have just seen, had been 
built in such a way as to be able to carry a battery between 
decks. 

The “Claymore ” was of a heavy, dumpy build, and yet she 
was a good sailer. Her hull was one of the most solid in all 
the English navy, and in battle she was almost equal to a 
frigate, although her mizzen-mast was small, with merely a 
brigantine rig. Her rudder, of rare scientific shape, had a 
uniquely curved frame, which had cost fifty pounds sterling 
in the dockyards of Southampton. 

The crew, all French, was composed of emigrant officers and 
deserted sailors. They were picked men, not one of them was 


ENGLAND AND FRANCE. 95 


not a good seaman, good soldier, and good royalist. They had 
a threefold fanaticism: the ship, the sword, and the king. 

Half a battalion of marines, which could be disembarked 
in case of necessity, was scattered among the crew. 

The captain of the corvette “Claymore” was a chevalier of 
Saint-Louis, the Count de Boisberthelot, one of the best offi- 
cers of the old Royal Navy; the second officer was the cheva- 
lier de la Vieuville, who had commanded the company of the 
French guards, in which Hoche was the sergeant, and her 
pilot was Philip Gacquoil, the most intelligent sailor in 
Jersey. 

It was evident that this vessel had some extraordinary ser- 
vice before her. Indeed, a man had just gone on board, who 
had every appearance of starting on an adventure. He was a 
tall old man, straight and sturdy, with a stern face, whose age 
it would have been difficult to tell exactly, because he seemed 
at once old and young; one of those men, full of years and, 
strength, with white locks on his brow and fire in his eye; 
forty years in point of vigor, and eighty in point of authority. 

At the moment he set foot on the corvette, his sea-cloak 
flew open, and it could be seen that underneath this cloak he 
was dressed in the wide breeches called bragoubras, top boots, 
and a vest of goat-skin, showing the upper side of the leather 
embroidered with silk, and the under side with the hair in its 
rough, natural state, the complete costume of the Breton 
peasant. 

These old-fashioned Breton vests served a double purpose, 
being worn for festivals as well as work days, and were 
reversible, showing as was desirable either the hairy or the 
embroidered side; goat-skin all the week, gala dress on 
Sunday. 

As if to add a studied and exact truthfulness to the peasant 
costume worn by the old man, it was threadbare at the elbows 
and knees, and appeared to have been in use a long time, 
and his cloak, made of coarse material, resembled that of a 
fisherman. This old man had on the round hat of the day, 
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with high crown and broad brim, which when turned down 
gives it a rustic appearance, and when caught up with a cord 
and cockade has a military air. He wore this hat after the 
peasant fashion with the rim flattened out, without cord or 
cockade. 

Lord Balearras, governor of the island, and the prince of 
la Tour-d’Auvergne, had accompanied him in person and in- 
stalled him on board the vessel. Gélambre, the secret agent 
ef the princes, and formerly one of the bodyguard of the 
Count d’Artois, had himself seen to the arrangement of his 
cabin, extending his care and attention, although himself an 
excellent gentleman, so far as to carry the old man’s valise. 
On leaving him to go ashore again, M. de Gélambre had made 
a profound bow to this peasant; Lord Balcarras had said to 
him: “Good luck, general,” and the Prince of la Tour-d’Au- 
vergne had said: “ Aw revoir, cousin.” 

“The peasant” was the name by which the crew began at 
once to designate their passenger, in the short conversations 
seamen have together; but without knowing more about him, 
they understood that this peasant was no more a peasant than 
the man-of-war was a merchant man. 

There was little wind. The “Claymore” left Bonne-nuit, 
passed in front of Boulay Bay, and was for some time in 
sight, running along the shore, then she became dim in the 
increasing darkness, and was lost to view. 

An hour later, Célambre, having returned home to Saint- 
Hélier, despatched by the Southampton express to the Count 
d’ Artois, at the Duke of York’s headquarters, the following 
four lines, — 

“Monseigneur, she has just sailed. Success certain. In a 
week the whole coast will be on fire from Granville to Saint- 
Malo.” 

Four days before, Prieur, the representative of Marne, on a 
mission to the army on the coast of Cherbourg, and for the 
time being residing at Granville, had received a message in the 
same handwriting as the preceding despatch, reading thus, — 
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itizen representative, June 1st, at flood-tide the sloop of 
war, “Claymore,” with masked battery, will set sail, to carry 
to the coast of France a man whose description is as follows: 

tall, old, white hair, peasant’s dress, aristocratic hands. I 
will send you more details to-morrow. He will land on the 
second, in the morning. Send word to the cruisers, capture 


the corvette, have the man guillotined.” 
2 ; 
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CHAPTER -Ee 
A NIGHT ON SHIPBOARD, AND CONCERNING THE PASSENGER. 


Tue corvette, instead of going to the south and steering 
towards Saint-Catherine’s, bore to the north, then turned to 
the west and ran resolutely into the arm of the sea between 
Sark and Jersey, called the passage de la Déroute. There was 
at that time no lighthouse on any point along these two coasts. 

The sun had set, the night was dark, more so than usual in 
summer; there was a moon, but heavy clouds more like autumn 
than summer covered the sky like a ceiling, and to judge 
from all appearances the moon would not be visible till she 
touched the horizon just before setting. Clouds hung low 
over the sea, and covered it with fog. 

All this darkness was favorable. 

The intention of the pilot, Gacquoil, was to leave Jersey 
on the left and Guernsey on the right, and by a bold course 
between the Hanois and the Douvres to make for a bay some- 
where on the shore of Saint-Malo, not so short a route as by 
the Minquiers, but safer, because the French cruisers had 
standing orders to keep especial watch between Saint-Hélier 
and Granville. 
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If the wind were favorable, if nothing unexpected occurred, 
and by setting all sails, Gacquoil hoped to reach the French 
coast by daybreak. 

All was going well; the corvette had just passed Gros-Nez; 
about nine o’clock it began to grow sulky, as the sailors say, 
and there was some wind and sea; but the wind was favorable, 
and the sea strong without being violent. However, occa- 
sionally a heavy sea swept over the bow of the vessel. 

The “peasant ” whom Lord Balearras had called “ general,” 
and to whom the Prince of la Tour d’Auvergne had said, 
“Cousin” had sea-legs and walked the deck with calm uncon- 
cern. He did not seem to notice that the vessel was very 
much tossed about. Now and then he drew out of his pocket 
a cake of chocolate, broke off a piece and ate it; although his 
hair was white, he had all his teeth. 

He spoke to no one, except occasionally a few words in a 
low tone to the captain, who listened with deference, and 
seemed to consider this passenger more the commander than 
himself. 

The “Claymore,” skilfully piloted, sailed, unnoticed in the 
fog, by the long northern cliff of Jersey, hugging the shore on 
account of the dangerous reef Pierres-de-Leeq, in the middle 
of the straits between Jersey and Sark. Gacquoil, standing at 
the helm signaling la Greve de Leeq, Gros-Nez, and Plimont 
in turn, guided the vessel through these chains of reefs, 
groping his way, as it were, but still with the certainty of a 
man who is at home and knows his way on the ocean. The 
corvette had no light forward, for fear of betraying its passage 
in these guarded waters. They congratulated themselves on 
having the fog. They reached the Grande-Etape; the fog was 
so thick that the outline of the tall pinnacle could hardly be 
discerned. Ten o’clock sounded from the tower of Saint- 
Ouen, a sign that the wind was still abaft. All continued to 
go well; the sea grew more tempestuous as they drew near to 
la Corbiere. 

A little after ten, the Count de Boisberthelot, and the 
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Chevalier de la Vieuville accompanied the man in peasant’s 
garb to his cabin, which was the captain’s stateroom. Just 
as he was about to enter it, lowering his voice, he said to 
them, — 

“You know, gentlemen, the important secret. Be silent 
till the moment the explosion occurs. You two are the only 
ones here who know my name.” 

“We will carry it to the grave,” replied Boisberthelot. 

“As for me,” replied the old man, “if I were to die, I 
would not utter it.” 

And he entered his cabin. 


CHAPTER III. 
NOBLE AND PLEBEIAN IN ALLIANCE. 


THE commander and the second officer went up on deck 
again and began to talk together, walking side by side. They 
were evidently speaking about their passenger, and this is 
very nearly the conversation that the wind scattered in the 
darkness. 

Boisberthelet muttered low in la Vieuville’s ear, — ° 

“We shall see if he is a leader.” 

La Vieuville replied: “ At any rate, he is a prince.” 

“ Almost.” 

“ A nobleman in France, but a prince in Brittany.” 

“ Like the la Trémoilles, and like the Rohans.” 

“To whom he is related.” 

Boisberthelot continued: “In France and in the king’s 
coaches, he is a marquis, as I am a count and as youare a 
chevalier.” 

“The coaches are far off!” exclaimed la Vieuville. “We 
are more likely to ride in a tumbril.” 

A silence ensued. 

Boisberthelot went on, — 

“ For want of a French prince, they take a Breton prince.” 

“For want of a thrush — no, for want of an eagle — they 
take a crow.” 

“T should prefer a vulture” said Boisberthelot. 

And la Vieuville replied: “Of course! a beak and talons.” 

“We shall see.” 

“Yes,” replied la Vieuville, “it is time there was a leader. 
Iam of Tinténiac’s opinion: ‘A leader and powder!’ Wait, 
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commander, I know nearly all the leaders, possible and impos- 
sible; those of to-day, of yesterday, and to-morrow; but not 
one is the figure-head needed. In this devilish la Vendée, a 
general is needed who is at the same time an attorney; he 
must annoy the enemy, dispute the mills, the thickets, the 
ditches, the pebbles with them, have serious quarrels with 
them, take advantage of everything, be constantly on the 
watch, make examples of them; he must neither sleep nor 
show pity. At the present time, there are heroes in this army 
of peasants, but there are no captains. D’Elbée is nobody; 
Lescure is ill; Bonchamps is tender-hearted, he is good, he is 
stupid; La Rochejacquelin is a splendid sub-lieutenant; Silz 
is an officer for the open field, unequal to a war of expedients ; 
Cathelineau is an innocent wagoner; Stoffler is a tricky game- 
keeper; Bérard is silly; Boulainvilliers is absurd; Charette is 
horrible ; and I will say nothing at all of Gaston the barber. 
For, by thunder! what is the good of a revolution, and what 
difference is there between the republicans and ourselves, if 
we are to let noblemen be commanded by wig-makers ? ” 

“This beastly revolution has taken hold of us, as well.” 

“ An itch that France has caught!” 

“Ttch of the Third Estate,” replied Boisberthelot. “Eng- 
land alone can save us from it.” 

“She will do it without doubt, captain.” 

“ At any rate, it is hideous.” 

“Certainly, louts everywhere! The monarchy which has 
Stofflet for general-in-chief, M. de Maulevrier’s gamekeeper, 
has nothing to envy the republic, with Pache, son of the Duke 
de Castries’s porter, for minister. What counterparts in this 
war of la Vendée! On one side Santerre, the brewer; on the 
other, Gaston, the hairdresser !” 

“My dear la Vieuville, I make an exception of this Gaston. 
He hasn’t acted badly in his command at Guéménée. He 
shot three hundred Blues very prettily, after making them dig 
their own graves.” 

“Very good; but I could have done just as well myself.” 
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“Indeed, without doubt. And so could I.” 

“The great deeds of war,” continued la Vieuville, “require 
nobility in those who accomplish them. These are matters 
for chevaliers, not for wig-makers.” 

“Still in this Third Estate,” replied Boisherthelot, “there 
are estimable men. Take, for example, the clock-maker Joly. 
He was a sergeant in oe Flanders regiment; he becomes a 
Vendéan chief ; he commands a company on the coast; he has 
a son, who is a republican, and while the father serves with 
the Whites, the son serves with the Blues. They meet. 
Battle. The father takes his son prisoner, and blows his 
brains out.” 

“That is good,” said la Vieuville. 

“ A royalist Brutus,” replied Boisberthelot. 

“That doesn’t prevent it from being intolerable to be com- 
manded by a Coquereau, a Jean-Jean, a Moulins, a Focart, a 
Bouju, a Chouppes ! ” 

“My dear chevalier, the indignation is the same on both 
sides. Weare full of bourgeois; they are full of nobles. Do 
you suppose that the sans-culottes are content to be commanded 
by the Count de Canclaux, the Viscount de Miraud, the Vis- 
count de Beauharnais, the Count de Valence, the Marquis de 
Custine, and the Duke de Biron!” 

“ What slop!” 

“ And the Duke de Chartres!” 

“Son of Egalité. Ah, when will he be king, that fellow ? 
Never!” 

“He is on his way to the throne. His crimes assist him.” 

“ And his vices hinder him,” said Boisberthelot. 

Again there was a silence, and Boisberthelot went on to 
Say, — 

“ He wished, however, for a reconciliation. He came to see 
“the king. I was there at Versailles, when they spat on his 
back.” 

“From the grand staircase ?” 

OV eS. 
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“They did well.” 

“We called him, Bourbon le Bourbeaux.” 

“ He is bald, he has pimples, he is a regicide. Bah!” 

And la Vieuville added: “I was with him at Ouessant.” 

“On the ‘Saint-Esprit’ ?” 

SOY 08." 

“Tf he had obeyed the signal that Admiral d’Orvilliers gave 
him to keep to the windward, he would have hindered the 
English from passing.” 

“Certainly.” 

“Ts it true that he hid himself in the hold?” 

“No, but we must say so, all the same.” 

And la Vieuville burst out laughing. 

Boisberthelot continued: “There are some fools yet. Take 
this Boulainvilliers, of whom you were speaking, la Vieuville ; 
I knew him, I have seen him near to. At first the peasants 
were armed with pikes; if he didn’t get it into his head to 
make pikemen of them! He wanted to teach them the exer- 
cise de la pique-en-biais et de la pique-trainante-le-fer-devant / 
He dreamed of transforming these savages into soldiers of the 
line. He pretended to teach them how to mass battalions, and 
to form battalions into hollow squares. He jabbered to them 
in the old military language; for chief of a squad, he said 
‘cap d’escade,’ aterm applied to corporals under Louis XVI. 
He was determined to form a regiment with all these poachers ; 
he had regular companies, the sergeants of which formed a 
circle every evening, receiving the countersign from the 
colonel’s sergeant; he repeated it to the sergeant of the 
leutenants, and he repeated it to his neighbor, who passed 
it to the one nearest, and so on from ear to ear, till the last. 
He cashiered an officer for not rising with head uncovered to 
receive the word of command from the mouth of the sergeant. 
You can judge how that succeeded. This booby couldn’t 
understand that peasants like to be led in peasant-fashion, 
and that you can’t make drilled soldiers out of backwoods- 
men. Yes, I know that Boulainvilliers.” 
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They walked on a few steps, each busied with his own 
thoughts. 

Then the conversation continued, — 

“By the way, is it true that Dampierre has been killed ?” 

“Yes, commander.” 

“Before Condé ? ” 

“In the camp of Pamaro; by a cannon-ball.” 

Boisberthelot sighed. 

“The Count de Dampierres. Another one of us, who was 
on their side!” 

“ A pleasant journey to him!” said la Vieuville. 

“ And the ladies, where are they ?” 

At Trieste.” 

Soll? ” 

pti.” 

And la Vieuville exclaimed: “Oh, this republic! What 
havoc to so little purpose! To think that this revolution has 
come about from the deficit of a few millions! ” 

“ Look out for insignificant beginnings.” 

“ Everything is going wrong,” replied la Vieuville. 

“Yes, la Rouarie is dead; du Dresnay, an idiot. What 
melancholy leaders all these bishops are: this Coucy, bishop 
of la Rochelle ; this Beaupoil Saint-Aulaire, bishop of Poitiers ; 
this Mercy, bishop of Lugon, Mme. de l’Eschasserie’s lover —” 

“Her name is Servanteau, you know, commander; |’Es- 
chasserie is the name of her estate.” 

“ And that false bishop of Agra, who is the curate of I 
don’t know what!” 

“Of Dol. His name is Guillot de Folleville. He is brave, 
however, and he fights.” 

“Priests when we want soldiers! Bishops, who are no 
bishops! Generals who are no generals!” 

La Vieuville interrupted Boisberthelot. 

“Commander, have you the Moniteur in your cabin ? ” 

ei Vies.”? 

“ What are they playing in Paris, now ?” 
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“¢ Adéle,’ ‘Paulin’ and ‘The Cavern.’ ” 

“T should like to see that.” 

“You will see it. We shall be in Paris in a month.” 

Boisberthelot thought a moment and added, — 

“ At the latest. Mr. Windham has told Lord Hood so.” 

“Then, commander, everything is not going so badly ?” 

“Gracious! All would go well, if only the war in Brittany 
were well conducted.” 

La Vieuville shook his head. 

“ Commander,” he asked, “shall we land the marines ? ” 

“Yes, if the coast is for us; no, if it be hostile. Some- 
times war has to break open the doors, sometimes she slips 
through. Civil war should always have a false key in her 
pocket. Everything possible will be done. The most impor- 
tant thing is the chief.” 

And Boisberthelot added thoughtfully, — 

“Ta Vieuville, what would you think of the Chevalier de 
Dieuzie ? ” 

“The young man?” 

eV ees 

“ For a commander ?” 

Vesey? 

“That he, again, is an officer for the open field, and for 
pitched battles. The thicket only knows the peasant.” 

“Then resign yourself to General Stofflet and to General 
Cathelineau.” 

La Vieuville considered a moment and said, — 

“We need a prince—a prince of France —a prince of 
the blood —a real prince.” 

“Why? He who names a prince —” 

“Names a coward. I know it, commander. But it is for 
the effect on the great, stupid eyes of the louts.” 

“My dear chevalier, princes would not come.” 

“ We can dispense with them.” 

Boisberthelot made that mechanical movement of rubbing 
the forehead with the hand, as if expecting to bring out an idea, 
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He continued: “At last, let us consider the present 
general.” 

“ He is a great nobleman.” 

“ Do you believe that he will answer ? ” 

“Tf he is strong!” said la Vieuville. 

“ That is to say, cruel,” said Boisberthelot. 

The count and the chevalier looked at each other. 

“Monsieur du Boisberthelot, you have spoken the word. 
Cruel. Yes that is what we need. This is a merciless war. 
It is the time for bloodthirsty men. Regicides have cut off 
Louis XVI.’s head; we will tear the four limbs from the regi- 
cides. Yes, the general necessary is General Inexorable. In 
Anjou and upper Poitou the chiefs play the magnanimous ; 
they flounder in generosity, nothing succeeds. In the Marais 
and in the Retz country, the chiefs are terrible, everything 
moves on. It is because Charette is cruel that he holds out 
against Parrein. Hyena against hyena.” 

Boisberthelot had no time to reply to la Vieuville. La 
Vieuville was suddenly cut short by a cry of despair, and at 
the same time a noise was heard wholly unlike any other 
sound. This cry and these sounds came from within the 
vessel. 

The captain and lieutenant rushed towards the gun-deck, 
but could not get down. All the gunners were pouring up in 
dismay. Something terrible had just happened. 


CHAPTER IV. 


TORMENTUM BELLI. 


Ons of the carronades of the battery, a twenty-four pounder, 
had broken loose. 

This is the most dangerous accident that can possibly take 
place on shipboard. Nothing more terrible can happen to a 
sloop of war in open sea and under full sail. 

A cannon that breaks its moorings suddenly becomes some 
strange, supernatural beast. It is a machine transformed into 
a monster. That short mass on wheels moves like a billiard- 
ball, rolls with the rolling of the ship, plunges with the pitch- 


ing, goes, comes, stops, seems to meditate, starts on its course 
again, shoots lke an arrow, from one end of the vessel to the 
other, whirls around, slips away, dodges, rears, bangs, crashes, 
kills, exterminates. It is a battering ram capriciously assault- 
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ing a wall. Add to this, the fact that the ram is of metal, the 
wall of wood. 

It is matter set free; one might say, that this eternal slave 
was avenging itself; it seems as if the total depravity con- 
cealed in what we call inanimate things had escaped, and 
burst forth all of a sudden; t appears to lose patience, and 
to take a strange mysterious revenge ; nothing more relentless 
than this wrath of the inanimate. This enraged lump leaps 
like a panther, it has the clumsiness of an elephant, the nim- 
bleness of a mouse, the obstinacy of an axe, the uncertainty 
of the billows, the zigzag of the lightning, the deafness of the 
grave. It weighs ten thousand pounds, and it rebounds like a 
child’s ball. It spins and then abruptly darts off at right 
angles. 

And what is to be done? How put anend toit? A tem- 
pest ceases, a cyclone passes over, a wind dies down, a broken 
mast can be replaced, a leak can be stopped, a fire extinguished, 
but what will become of this enormous brute of bronze ? 
How can it be captured ? You can reason with a bull-dog, as- 
tonish a bull, fascinate a boa, frighten a tiger, tame a lion; 
but you have no resource against this monster, a loose cannon. 
You cannot kill it, it is dead; and at the same time it lives. 
It lives with a sinister hfe which comes to it from the infinite. 
The deck beneath it gives it full swing. It is moved by the 
ship, which is moved by the sea, which is moved by the wind. 
This destroyer is a toy. The ship, the waves, the winds, all 
play with it, hence its frightful animation. What is to be 
done with this apparatus? How fetter this stupendous en- 
gine of destruction ? How anticipate its comings and goings, 
its returns, its stops, its shocks? Any one of its blows on 
the side of the ship may stave it in. How foretell its fright- 
ful meanderings? It is dealing with a projectile, which alters 
its mind, which seems to have ideas, and changes its direction 
every instant. How check the course of what must be 
avoided ? The horrible cannon struggles, advances, backs, 
strikes right, strikes left, retreats, passes by, disconcerts ex- 
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pectation, grinds up obstacles, crushes men like flies. All the 
terror of the situation is in the fluctuations of the flooring. 
How fight an inclined plane subject to caprices ? The ship 
has, so to speak, in its belly, an imprisoned thunderstorm, 
striving to escape; something like a thunderbolt rumbling 
above an earthquake. 

In an instant the whole crew was on foot. It was the fault 
of the gun captain, who had neglected to fasten the screw-nut 
of the mooring-chain, and had insecurely clogged the four 
wheels of the gun carriage ; this gave play to the sole and the 
framework, separated the two platforms, and finally the 
breeching. The tackle had given way, so that the cannon was 
no longer firm on its carriage. The stationary breeching, 
which prevents recoil, was not in use at this time. A heavy 
sea struck the port, the carronade insecurely fastened, had re- 
coiled and broken its chain, and began its terrible course over 
the deck. 

To form an idea of this strange sliding, let one imagine a 
drop of water running over glass. 

At the moment when the fastenings gave way, the gunners 
were in the battery. Some in groups, others scattered about, 
busied with the customary work among sailors getting ready 
for a signal for action. The carronade, hurled forward by the 
pitching of the vessel, made a gap in this crowd of men and 
crushed four at the first blow; then sliding back and shot 
out again as the ship rolled, it cut in two a fifth unfortunate, 
and knocked a piece of the battery against the larboard side 
with such force as to unship it. This caused the ery of dis- 
tress just heard. All the men rushed to the companion-way. 
The gun deck was vacated in a twinkiing. 

The enormous gun was left alone. It was given up to 
itself. It was its own master, and master of the ship. It 
could do what it pleased. This whole crew, accustomed to 
laugh in time of battle, now trembled. To describe the terror 
is impossible. 

Captain Boisberthelot and Lieutenant la Vieuville, although 


- TORMENTUM BELLI. 


. dauntless men, stopped at the head of the companion- 
ays and dumb, pale, and hesitating, looked down on the deck 
below. Some one elbowed past and went down. 

It was their passenger, the peasant, the man of whom they | 
had just been speaking a moment before. 
Reaching the foot of the companion-way, he stopped. 


CHAPTER V. 
VIS ET VIR. 


THe cannon was rushing back and forth on the deck. / One 
might have supposed it to be the living chariot of the Apoca- 
lypse.) The marine lantern swinging overhead added a dizzy 
shifting of light and shade to the picture. The form of the 
cannon disappeared in the violence of its course, and it looked 
now black in the light, now mysteriously white in the dark- 
ness. 

It went on in its destructive work. It had already shat- 
tered four other guns and made two gaps in the side of the 
ship, fortunately above the water-line, but where the water 
would come in, in case of heavy weather. It rushed franti- 
cally against the framework; the strong timbers withstood 
the shock; the curved shape of the wood gave them great 
power of resistance; but they creaked beneath the blows of 
this huge club, beating on all sides at once, with a strange sort 
of ubiquity: The percussions of a grain of shot shaken ina 
bottle are not swifter or more senseless. The four wheels 
passed back and forth over the dead men, cutting them, carv- 
ing them, slashing them, till the five corpses were a score of 
stumps rolling across the deck; the heads of the dead men 
seemed to cry out; streams of blood curled over the deck 
with the rolling of the vessel; the planks, damaged in several 
places, began to gape open. The whole ship was filled with 
the horrid noise and confusion. 

The captain promptly recovered his presence of mind and 
ordered everything that could check and impede the cannon’s 
mad course to be thrown through the hatchway down on the 
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gun deck — mattresses, hammocks, spare sails, rolls of cord: 
age, bags belonging to the crew, and bales of counterfeit 
assignatsy of which the corvette carried a large quantity —a 
characteristic piece of English villany regarded as legitimate 
warfare. 

But what could these rags do? As nobody dared to go 
below to dispose of them properly, they were reduced to lint 
in a few minutes. 

There was just sea enough to make the accident as bad as 
possible. A tempest would have been desirable, for it might 
have upset the cannon, and with its four wheels once in the 
air there would be some hope of getting it under control. 
Meanwhile, the havoc increased. 

There were splits and fractures in the masts, which are set 
into the framework of the keel and rise above the decks of 
ships like great, round pillars. The convulsive blows of the 
eannon had cracked the mizzen-mast, and had cut into the 
main-mast. 

The battery was being ruined. Ten pieces out of thirty 
were disabled; the breaches in the side of the vessel were 
increasing, and the corvette was beginning to leak. 

The old passenger, having gone down to the gun deck, 
stood hke a man of stone at the foot of the steps. He cast 
a stern glance over this scene of devastation. He did not 
move. It seemed impossible to take a step forward. Every 
movement of the loose carronade threatened the ship’s de- 
struction. A few moments more and shipwreck would be 

\ inevitable. 

BS They must perish or put a speedy end to the disaster ; 
some course must be decided on; but what? What an oppo- 
nent was this carronade! Something must be done to stop 
this terrible madness —to capture this lightning —to over- 
throw this thunderbolt. 

(Boisberthelot said to La Vieuville, — 
“Do you believe in God, chevalier ?” 
La Vieuville replied: “Yes—no. Sometimes.” 
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“During a tempest ?” 

“Yes, and in moments like this.” 

“God alone can save us from this,” said Boisberthelot. 

Everybody was silent, letting the carronade continue its 
horrible din. 

Outside, the waves beating against the ship responded with 
their blows to the shocks of the cannon. It was like two 
hammers alternating. 

Suddenly, in the midst of this inaccessible ring, where the 
escaped cannon was leaping, a man was seen to appear, with 
an iron bar in his hand. He was the author of the catas- 
trophe, the captain of the gun, guilty of criminal carelessness, 
and the cause of the accident, the master of the carronade. 
Having done the mischief, he was anxious to repair it. He 
had seized the iron bar in one hand, a tiller-rope with a slip- 
noose in the other, and jumped down the hatchway to the 
gun deck. 

Then began an awful sight; a Titanic scene; the contest 
between gun and gunner; the battle of matter and intelli- 
gence, the duel between man and the inanimate. 

The man stationed himself in a corner, and with bar and 
rope in his two hands, he leaned against one of the riders, 
braced himself on his legs, which seemed two steel posts, and 
livid, calm, tragic, as if rooted to the deck, he waited. 

He waited for the cannon to pass by him. 

The gunner knew his gun, and it seemed to him as if the 
gun ought to know him. He had lived long with it. How 
many times he had thrust his hand into its mouth! It was 
his own familiar monster. He began to speak to it as if it 
were his dog. 

“Come!” he said. Perhaps he loved it. 

He seemed to wish it to come to him. 

But to come to him was to come upon him. And then he 
would be lost. How could he avoid being crushed? That 
was the question. All looked on in terror. 

Not a breast breathed freely, unless perhaps that of the old 
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man, who was alone in the battery with the two contestants, a 
stern witness. 

He might be crushed himself by the cannon. He did not 

_stix. 
- Beneath them the sea blindly directed the contest. 

At the moment when the gunner, accepting this frightful 
hand-to-hand conflict, challenged the cannon, some chance 
rocking of the sea*caused the carronade to remain for an in- 
stant motionless and as if stupefied. “Come, now!” said the 
man. It seemed to listen. 

Suddenly it leaped towards him. The man dodged the 
blow. 

The battle began. Battle unprecedented. Frailty strug- 
gling against the invulnerable. The gladiator of flesh attack- 
ing the beast of brass. On one side, brute force ; on the other, 
a human soul. 

All this was taking place in semi-darkness. It was like the 
shadowy vision of a miracle. 
aN soul — strange to say, one would have thought the can- 
non also had a soul; but a soul full of hatred and rage. This 
sightless thing seemed to have eyes. The monster appeared to 
le in wait forthe man. One would have at least believed that 
there was craft in this mass. It also chose its time. It was 
a strange, gigantic insect of metal, having or seeming to have 
the will of ademon. For a moment this colossal locust would 
beat against the low ceiling overhead, then it would come 
down on its four wheels like a tiger on its four paws, and 
begin to run at the man. He, supple, nimble, expert, writhed 
away like an adder from all these lightning movements. He 
avoided a collision, but the blows which he parried fell against 
the vessel, and continued their work of destruction. 

An end of broken chain was left hanging to the carronade. 
This chain had in some strange way become twisted about the 
serew of the cascabel. One end of the chain was fastened to 
the gun-carriage. The other, left loose, whirled desperately 
about the cannon, making all its blows more dangerous. 
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The screw held it in a firm grip, adding a thong to a batter 
ing-ram, making a terrible whirlwind around the cannon, an 
iron lash in a brazen hand. This chain complicated the 
contest. 

However, the man went on fighting.) Occasionally, it was 
the man who attacked the cannon; he would creep along the 
side of the vessel, bar and rope in hand; and the cannon, as 
if it understood, and as though suspecting some snare, would 
flee away. The man, bent on victory, pursued it. 

Such things cannot long continue. The cannon seemed to 
say to itself, all of a sudden, “Come, now! Make an end of 
it!” and it stopped. One felt that the crisis was at hand. 
The cannon, as if in suspense, seemed to have, or really had — 
for to all it was a hving being —a ferocious malice prepense. 
It made a sudden, quick dash at the gunner. The gunner 
sprang out of the way, let it pass by, and cried out to it with 
a laugh, “Try it again!”. The cannon, as if enraged, smashed 
a carronade on the port side; then, again seized by the invisi- 
ble sling which controlled it, it was hurled to the starboard 
side at the man, who made his escape. Three carronades gave 
way under the blows of the cannon; then, as if blind and not 
knowing what more to do, it turned its back on the man, 
rolled from stern to bow, injured the stern and made a 
breach in the planking of the prow. The man took refuge at 
the foot of the steps, not far from the old man who was look- 
ing on. The gunner held his iron bar in rest. The cannon 
seemed to notice it, and without taking the trouble to turn 
around, slid back on the man, swift as the blow of an axe. 
The man, driven against the side of the ship, was lost. The 
whole crew cried out with horror. 

But the old passenger, till this moment motionless, darted 
forth more quickly than any of this wildly swift rapidity. 
He seized a package of counterfeit assignats, and, at the risk 
of being crushed, succeeded in throwing it between the wheels 
of the carronade. ; This decisive and perilous movement could 
not have been made with more exactness and precision by a 
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man trained in all the exercises described in Durosel’s “Man- 
ual of Gun Practice at Sea.” 
_ The package had the effect of a clog. A pebble may stop 
a log, the branch of a tree turn aside an avalanche. The car- 
ronade stumbled. The gunner, taking advantage of this crit- 
ical opportunity, plunged his iron bar between the spokes of 
one of the hind wheels. The cannon stopped. It leaned 
forward. The man using the bar as a lever, held it in equi- 
librium. The heavy mass was overthrown, with the crash of 
a falling bell, and the man, rushing with all his might, drip- 
ping with perspiration, passed the slipnoose around the bronze 
neck of the subdued monster. 
It was ended. The man had conquered. The ant had 
control over the mastodon; the pigmy had taken the thun- 
_derbolt prisoner. 
~ The mariners and sailors clapped their hands. 
The whole crew rushed forward with cables and chains, and 
in an instant the cannon was secured. 
The gunner saluted the passenger. 
“Sir,” he said, “you have saved my life.” 
The old man had resumed his impassive attitude, and made 
no reply. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE TWO SCALES OF THE BALANCE. 


Tuer man had conquered, but the cannon might be said to 
have conquered as well. Immediate shipwreck had been 
avoided, but the corvette was not saved. The damage to the 
vessel seemed beyond repair. ‘There were five breaches in her 
sides, one, very large, in the bow; twenty of the thirty car- 
ronades lay useless in their frames. The one which had just 
been captured and chained again was disabled; the screw of 
the cascabel was sprung, and consequently levelling the gun 
made impossible. The battery was reduced to nine pieces. 
The ship was leaking. It was necessary to repair the damages 
at once, and to work the pumps. 

The gun deck, now that one could look over it, was frightful 
to behold. The inside of an infuriated elephant’s cage would 
not be more completely demolished. 

However great might be the necessity of escaping observa- 
tion, the necessity of immediate safety was still more impera- 
tive to the corvette. They had been obliged to light up the 
deck with lanterns hung here and there on the sides. 

However, all the while this tragic play was going on, the 
crew were absorbed by a question of life and death, and they 
were wholly ignorant of what was taking place outside the 
vessel. ‘The fog had grown thicker; the weather had changed ; 
the wind had worked its pleasure with the ship; they were 
out of their course, with Jersey and Guernsey close at hand, 
farther to the south than they ought to have been, and in the 
midst of a heavy sea. Great billows kissed the gaping wounds 
of the vessel — kisses full of danger. The rocking of the sea 
threatened destruction. The breeze had become a gale. A 
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a quall, a tempest, perhaps, was brewing. It was impossible 
to see four waves ahead. 

_ While the crew were hastily repairing the damages to the 
gun-deck, stopping the leaks, and putting in place the guns 
which had been uninjured in the disaster, the old passenger 

had gone on deck again. 

He stood with his back against the main-mast. 

He had not noticed a proceeding which had taken place on 
the vessel. The Chevalier de la Vieuville had drawn up the 
marines in line on both sides of the main-mast, and at the 
sound of the boatswain’s whistle the sailors formed in line, 
_ standing on the yards. 

_ The Count de Boisberthelot approached the passenger. 

_ Behind the captain walked a man, haggard, out of breath, 
his dress disordered, but still with a look of satisfaction on 
his face. 

It was the gunner who had just shown himself so skilful 
in subduing monsters, and who had gained the mastery over 

the cannon. 

The count gave the military salute to the old man in 
 peasant’s dress, and said to him, — 
“General, there is the man.” 
The gunner remained standing, with downcast eyes, in 
military attitude. 
The Count de Boisberthelot continued, — 
“General, in consideration of what this man has done, do 
you not think there is something due him from his com- 
mander ? ” 

“JT think so,” said the old man. 

“ Please give your orders,” replied Boisberthelot. 

“Tt is for you to give them, you are the captain.” 

“But you are the general,” replied Boisberthelot. 

The old man looked at the gunner. 

“Come forward,” he said. 

The gunner approached. 

The old man turned towards the Count de Boisberthelot, 
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took off the cross of Saint-Louis from the captain’s coat and 
fastened it on the gunner’s jacket. 

“Hurrah!” cried the sailors. 

The marines presented arms. 

And the old passenger pointing to the dazzled gunner, 
added, — 

“ Now, have this man shot.” 

Dismay succeeded the cheering. 

Then in the midst of the death-like stillness, the old man 
raised his voice and said, — 

“Carelessness has compromised this vessel. At this very 
hour, it is perhaps lost. To be at sea is to be in front of the 
enemy. A ship making a voyage is an army waging war. 
The tempest is concealed, but it is at hand. The whole sea is 
an ambuscade. Death is the penalty of any misdemeanor 
committed in the face of the enemy. No fault is reparable. 
Courage should be rewarded, and negligence punished.” 

These words fell one after another, slowly, solemnly, in a 
sort of inexorable metre, like the blows of an axe upon 
an oak. 

And the man, looking at the soldiers, added, — 

“Let it be done.” 

The man on whose jacket hung the shining cross of Saint- 
Louis, bowed his head. 

At a signal from Count de Boisberthelot, two sailors went 
below and came back bringing the hammock-shroud; the 
chaplain, who since they sailed had been at prayer in the 
officers’ quarters, accompanied the two sailors; a sergeant 
detached twelve marines from the line and arranged them in 
two files, six by six; the gunner, without uttering a word, 
placed himself between the two files. The chaplain, crucifix 
in hand, advanced and stood beside him. “March,” said the 
sergeant, — The platoon marched with slow steps to the bow 
of the vessel. The two sailors, carrying the shroud, followed. 
A gloomy silence fell over the vessel. A hurricane howled in 
tae distance. 
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A few moments later, a light flashed, a report sounded 
through the darkness, then all was still, and the sound of a_ 
body falling into the sea was heard. 

The old passenger, still leaning against the mainmast, had 
crossed his arms, and was buried in thought. 
_ Boisberthelot pointed to him with the forefinger of his left 
hand, and said to la Vieuville in a low voice, — 
“Ta Vendée has a head.” 
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CHAPTER VII. 
A VOYAGE IS A LOTTERY. 


But what was to become of the corvette ? 

The clouds which all night long had mingled with the 
waves, at last shut down over the water till the horizon had 
entirely disappeared, and the sea was, as it were, wrapped 
ina mantle. Nothing but fog. Always a perilous situation, 
even for a ship in seaworthy condition. 

In addition to the fog there was a heavy swell. 

The time had been profitably employed; the corvette had 
been lightened by throwing overboard everything that could 
be cleared away of the wreck made by the carronade — the 
disabled guns, the broken gun carriages, timbers twisted off or 
unnailed, pieces of broken wood and iron; the port-holes had 
been opened, and the corpses and human remains wrapped in 
tarpaulins, slid on planks into the sea. 

The sea was beginning to be too rough for safety. Not 
that a tempest was exactly impending; on the contrary, the 
hurricane howling behind the horizon seemed to be decreasing 
in force, and the squall moving to the north; but the waves 
were still very high, indicating shallow water, and crippled 
as the vessel was, she had little power of resistance to the 
shocks of the great waves, and they might be death to her. 

Gacquoil was at the helm, thoughtful. 

Sea captains are wont to put the best face on the matter, in 
misfortune. 

La Vieuville who was naturally gay in times of disaster, 
addressed Gacquoil, — 
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“Well, pilot,” he said, “the hurricane missed us. Its at- 
tempt to sneeze came to naught. We shall get out of it. We 
shall have wind, that is all.” Gacquoil replied seriously, — 

“A heavy wind makes a heavy sea.” 

Neither gay nor sad, such is the sailor. His reply had a 
meaning of alarm init. For a leaking ship to be in a heavy 
sea is to fill rapidly. Gacquoil had emphasized this prophecy 
with a slight frown. Perhaps la Vieuville had spoken these 
almost jovial and trifling words a little too soon after the dis- 
aster of the gun and the gunner. There are things which 
bode ill luck when at sea. The ocean is secret; one never 
knows what she will do. It is necessary to be on the watch. 

La Vieuville felt the need of becoming serious. 

“ Where are we, pilot ?” he asked. 

The pilot replied, — 

“We are in the hands of God.” 

A pilot is a master; it is always best to let him have his 
own way, and often to have his own say. 

Besides, this sort of man speaks but little. La Vieuville 
walked away. 

La Vieuville had asked the pilot a question, the horizon gave 
the answer. 

The sea suddenly burst into sight 

The fog which hung over the waves lifted, all the dark up- 
heaving of the billows was spread out in a mysterious twi- 
light as far as one’s eyes could reach, and this is what was 
seen, — 

The sky seemed to have a lid of clouds over it; but the 
clouds no longer touched the sea; in the east appeared a 
whiteness, which was the dawn of day; in the west, another 
fading whiteness, which was the setting of the moon. ‘These 
two bright places opposite each other, made two narrow bands 
of pale light along the horizon, between the dark sea and the 
cloudy sky. 

Against these two bright strips were outlined black figures, 
straight and motionless. 
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To the west, three high rocks, standing like Celtic cromlechs, 
stood out against the moonlit sky. 

To the east, against the pale morning sky, rose eight sail 
ranged in order, and at regular distances, in a threatening line. 

The three rocks were a reef; the eight sail, a squadron. 

Behind the corvette was the Minquiers, a rock of ill repute ; 
before her, the French fleet. In the west, destruction; in the 
east carnage; she was between a shipwreck and a battle. 

For facing the reef, the corvette had a broken hull, dis- 
jointed rigging, shattered masts; for facing battle, she had a 
battery of which twenty-one guns out of thirty were disabled, 
and the best of her gunners were dead. 

The dawn was very faint, and there was still a little night 
before them. This darkness might even last for some time, 
being caused principally by high, heavy, dense clouds, having 
the appearance of a solid arch. 

The wind which had at last carried away the low fog was 
driving the vessel on the Minquiers. 

In her excessively weak and disabled condition, she scarcely 
obeyed the helm, she rolled rather than sailed, and buffeted 
by the waves gave herself up to their mercy. 

The tragic reef of the Minquiers was more rugged then 
than at the present time. Several of the towers of this cita- 
del of destruction have been worn away by the incessant 
undermining of the sea; the shape of the reefs is constantly 
changing ; waves are not called * ames without reason; each 
tide is a saw-tooth. At this time, to touch on the Minquiers, 
was to perish. 

As for the cruisers, they were the squadron from Cancale, 
afterwards made famous under the command of that Captain 
Duchesne whom Léquinio called “Father Duchéne.” 

The situation was critical. The corvette had unconsciously, 
while the cannon was loose, deviated from her course and 
sailed more towards Granville than towards Saint-Malo. 
Even if she had been manageable and able to carry sail, the 
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Minquiers would have barred her return to Jersey, and the 
cruisers barred her from reaching France. 

However, there was no tempest, but as the pilot had said 
there was a heavy sea. The sea tumbling beneath a rough 
wind, and over the rocky bottom, was wild. 

The sea never tells at once what it means to do. There is 
everything in this abyss, even chicanery. One might almost 
say that the sea had designs; it advances and retreats, it pro- 
poses and retracts, it prepares a squall and then gives up its 
plan, it promises destruction and does not keep its word, 
it threatens the North, and strikes the South. All night the 
corvette “Claymore” had been in the fog, and feared a storm; 
the sea had just broken its promise, and in a cruel fashion ; it 
had given warning of a tempest and brought out areef. It 
was still shipwreck in another form. 

To destruction on the rocks was added extermination in 
battle. One enemy supplemented the other. 

La Vieuville cried out with a bold laugh, — 

“Shipwreck on one hand, battle on the other. Both sides 
have thrown double fives.” 
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Tue corvette was now nothing but a wreck. 

In the pale, scattered light, in the blackness of the clouds, 
in the confused shifting of the horizon, in the mysterious 
wrinkling of the waves, there was a sepulchral solemnity. 
Except the hostile whistling of the wind, everything was 
silent. The catastrophe was rising majestically from the 
depths. It seemed more like an apparition than an attack. 
Nothing moved on the rocks, nothing stirred on the ships. 
It was a strange, colossal silence. Were they dealing with 
reality? It was like a dream passing over the sea. In 
legends there are such visions: the corvette was, in a cer- 
tain sense, between a demon reef and a phantom fleet. 

The Count de Boisberthelot gave orders in an undertone to 
La Vieuville, who went down to the gun deck; then the cap- 
tain seized his spyglass and came and stood at the stern near 
the pilot. 

Gacquoil was bending all his efforts to keep the vessel out 
of the trough of the sea; for, if it were struck on the side by 
the wind and the waves, it would inevitably capsize. 
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“ Pilot,” said the captain, “where are we?” 

“Off the Minquiers.” 

“On which side?” 

“The worst.” 

“What bottom ?” 

“Small rocks.” 

“Can we bring the broadside to bear on them ? ” 

“Qne can always die,” said the pilot. 

The captain directed his glance toward the west and exam- 
ined the Minquiers; then he turned it toward the east and 
scrutinized the sails in sight. 

The pilot continued, as if talking to himself, — 

“Tt is the Minquiers. It serves as a resting-place for the 
laughing sea-mew and the great black-mantled gull, on their 
way from Holland.” 

In the meantime, the captain had counted the ships. 

There really were eight vessels correctly disposed and rais- 
ing their warlike profiles above the water. In the centre 
stood the lofty hull of a three-decker. 

The captain questioned the pilot, — 

“Do you know these ships ?” 

“ Certainly!” replied Gacquoil. 

“What are they ?” 

“Tt is the squadron.” 

“Of France ?” 

“Of the devil.” 

There was silence. The captain continued, — 

“Are all the cruisers there ? ” 

Wot all.” 

In fact, the second of April, Valazé had announced to the 
Convention that ten frigates and six ships of the line were 
cruising in the channel. The captain recollected this. 

“Tn all,” he said, “the squadron has sixteen vessels. 
“There are only eight here.” 

“The rest,” said Gacquoil, “are spying along the coast 
farther down.” 
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The captain, still looking through the glass, murmured: “A 
three-decker, two first-class frigates, and five of the second 
class.” 

“But I too made them out,” grumbled Gacquoil. 

“Good vessels,” said the captain. “I have had some com- 
mand of them myself.” 

“For my part,” said Gacquoil, “I have seen them close to. 
I don’t mistake one for another. I have their description in 
my head.” 

The captain handed his spy glass to the pilot. 

“Pilot, can you make out the three-decker distinctly ?” 

“Yes, commander, it is the ‘Céte d’Or.’” 

“They have re-named her,” said the captain. “She used 
to be the ‘Etats de Bourgogne.’ A new ship. Hundred and 
twenty-eight guns.” 

He took a note-book and pencil out of his pocket, and wrote 
in the former the number one hundred and twenty-eight. 

He went or te say: “ Pilot, what is the first sail to port ?” 

“Tt is the ‘Experimenté.’” 

“First-class frigate; fifty-two guns. She was fitted out at 
Brest two months ago.” 

The captain put the number fifty-two down in his note-book. 

“Pilot,” he continued, “ what is the second sail to port ? ” 

ene Dryvade 7 

“First-class frigate; forty eighteen pounders. She has 
been in India. She has a fine naval record.” 

And he wrote down forty under the number fifty-two; then, 
raising his head, he said, — 

“ Now to starboard.” 

“Commander, these are all second-class frigates. There are 
five of them.” 

“What is the first, starting from the three-decker ? ” 

“The § Résolue.’ ” 

“Thirty-two eighteen pounders. And the second?” 

“The ‘ Richemont.’ ” 

“Same strength. Next?” 
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“The ‘Athée.’ ” * 

“Queer name to go to sea with. Next?” 

6 The ‘ Caly pso.’ ” 

“What next ?” 

“The ‘ Preneuse.’ ” 

“Five frigates of thirty-two guns each.” 

The captain wrote one hundred and sixty under the first 
numbers. 

“ Pilot,” he said, “you recognize them well.” 

“You,” replied Gacquoil, “know them well, captain. To 
recognize is one thing, to know is better.” 

The captain was looking intently at his note-book, and was 
adding up the numbers to himself. 

“ Hundred and twenty-eight, fifty-two, forty, hundred and 
sixty.” 

Just at this moment, la Vieuville came up on deck. 

“Chevalier,” the captain cried out to him, “we are in the 
face of three hundred and eighty cannon.” 

“So be it,” said la Vieuville. 

“You have just been inspecting, la Vieuville; just how 
many guns have we fit for use?” 

* Nine.” 

“So be it,” said Boisberthelot in his turn. 

He took the spyglass from the pilot’s hands and studied the 
horizon. 

The eight still, black ships seemed motionless, but they 
were growing larger. 

They were approaching imperceptibly. 

La Vieuville gave the military salute. 

“Commander,” he said, “here is my report. I distrusted 
this corvette ‘Claymore.’ It is always annoying to embark 
suddenly on a vessel which does not know you, or that does 
not love you. English ship—traitor to the French —that 
slut of a carronade proved it. I have made the inspection. 
Anchors good. They are not of half-finished iron, but of 

* ‘¢Marine Archives.’’ State of the fleet in March, 1793, 
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forged bars soldered with the trip-hammer. The flukes are 
solid. Cables excellent, easy to pay out, of the regular length, 
hundred and twenty fathoms. Ammunition in abundance. Six 
gunners dead. A hundred and seventy-one rounds apiece. 

“Because there are only nine guns left,” murmured the 
captain. 

Boisberthelot pointed his spyglass toward the horizon. The 
squadron was still slowly approaching. 

There is one advantage about the carronades, three men are 
enough to work them, but they have one inconvenience, they 
do not carry as far nor aim as accurately as cannon. So it 
was necessary to let the squadron come within range of the 
carronades. 

The captain gave his orders in an undertone. Silence 
reigned on the vessel. No signal to make ready for battle 
was given, but the order was executed all the same. The 
corvette was as unfit to fight against men as it was to battle 
with the waves. Every possible expedient was employed with 
this remnant of a war vessel. All the hawsers and spare 
cables were collected together at the gangway, near the tiller 
ropes, to use for strengthening the masts in case of necessity. 
The cockpit was prepared for the wounded. According to the 
naval custom of that day, the deck was barricaded, which was 
a safeguard against bullets but not against cannon balls. The 
ball-gauges were brought, although it was a little late to test 
their calibres; but so many accidents had not been foreseen. 
Each sailor received a cartridge-box, and placed a pair of 
pistols and a dirk in his belt. The hammocks were stowed 
away, the artillery pointed, the musketry prepared, the axes 
and grappling-irons put in their places, the stores of cartridges 
and bullets made ready, and the powder-magazine opened. 
Each man took his post. All this without a word spoken, and 
as if ina death chamber. It was swift and melancholy. 

Then the corvette showed her broadside. She had six 
anchors, like a frigate. They cast all six of them; the cock- 
bill at the bow, the hedge anchor at the stern, the flood 
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anchor toward the open sea, the ebb anchor toward the rocks, 
the bower anchor to starboard, and the sheet anchor to port. 

The nine carronades remaining in good condition were put 
into form, all nine of them on one side, —the side toward the 
enemy. 

The squadron had no less silently completed their prepara- 
tions. The eight vessels now formed a semicircle, of which 
the “ Minquiers” made the chord. The “Claymore,” enclosed 
in this semicircle, and pinioned by its own anchor besides, 
was backed by the reef; that is to say, by shipwreck. 

It was like a pack of hounds around a wild boar, making no 
sound, but showing their teeth. 

It seemed as if one side were waiting for the other. 

The gunners of the “Claymore ” were stationed by their 
guns. 

Boisberthelot said to la Vieuville, — 

“TJ think it would be well to open fire.” 

“ A flirt’s notion,” said la Vieuville. 


CHAPTER IX. 
SOME ONE ESCAPES. 


Tue passenger had not left the deck, he was watching every- 
thing, unmoved. 

Boisberthelot approached him. 

“Sir,” he said, “the preparations are completed. Here we 
are cramped into our tomb, but we shall not yield. We are 
prisoners of the squadron or of the reef. To surrender to the 
enemy or founder on the rocks, we have no other alternative. 
Only one resource remains, death. To fight is better than 
shipwreck. I would rather be shot than drowned; if I must 
die, I prefer fire to water. But to die is our fate, not yours. 
You are the man chosen by the princes, you have a great 
mission, to direct the war in La Vendée. Without you, the 
monarchy may be lost; you must live then. It is our duty to 
remain here, yours to get away. Go, general, —leave the ship. 
I will give you a man and a boat. It is not impossible to 
reach the shore by a roundabout way. It is not yet day, the 
waves are high, the sea is dark, you will escape. There are 
times when to flee is to conquer.” 

With his stern head, the old man made a solemn sign of 
acquiescence. 

The Count de Boisberthelot raised his voice, 

“Soldiers and sailors,” he cried. 

All movement ceased, and from every part of the vessel 
faces were turned toward the captain. 

He continued, — 

“The man who is among us represents the king. He has 
been entrusted to our care, we must preserve him. He is 
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necessary to the throne of France; for want of a prince he 
will be, at least so we hope, the chief of la Vendée. He is a 
great general. He was to reach France with us, he must 
reach it without us. To save his life is to save all.” 

* Aye, aye, aye!” cried all the voices of the crew. 

The captain continued, — 

“ He too, will incur serious dangers. To reach the shore is 
no easy matter. It ought to be a large boat to brave the high 
sea, but it must be a small one to escape the cruisers. It is 
important to land at some point which will be safe, and rather 
in the vicinity of Fougeres than of Coutances. It needs a 
plucky sailor, a good swimmer, and a good oarsman; one who 
belongs to this country and knows the channel. It is still 
dark enough for the boat to get away from the vessel without 
being discovered. And then we shall have smoke which will 
help to conceal her. Her small size will take her through 
shallow water. Where the panther is caught, the weasel 
escapes. There is no help for us; there is for him. The oars 
will carry the boat away: the hostile ships will not see it, 
and besides, we will divert their attention meanwhile. Is it 
agreed ?” 

“ Aye, aye, sir!” cried the crew. 

“ There is not a minute to lose,” continued the captain, “Is 
there a man willing to go?” 

A sailor stepped out of the ranks in the darkness and said ; 
“7 am.” 


CHAPTER X. 


DOES HE ESCAPE ? 


A FEW moments later, one of those little boats called a 
“gig,” especially designed for the captain’s use, left the ship. 
In this boat there were two men, the old passenger in the 
stern, and the sailor who had volunteered to go, in the bow. 
The night was still very dark. The sailor, conforming to the 
captain’s design, rowed vigorously in the direction of the 
Minquiers. No other way of escape was possible. Some 
provisions had been thrown in the bottom of the boat, a bag 
of biscuit, a smoked beef’s tongue, and a cask of water. 

“ As soon as the boat touched the water, la Vieuville, scoffer 
even in the face of destruction, leaned over the stern of the 
corvette and sneered out this farewell to the boat: “She is a 
good one for escape, and a fine one for drowning.” 

“Sir,” said the pilot, “jest no more.” 
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The boat quickly rowed off, and was almost immediately a 
good distance away from the corvette. Wind and waves 
seconded the oarsman, and the little craft was rapidly making 
her escape, rocking in the twilight, and concealed in the great 
furrows of the waves. 

A strange, gloomy suspense hung over the sea. 

Suddenly, in this vast, tumultuous ocean silence, rose a 
voice, which, increased by the speaking-trumpet, as by the 
brazen mask of ancient tragedy, seemed almost superhuman. 

It was Captain Boisberthelot who was speaking, — 

“ Mariners of the king,” he cried, “nail the white flag to 
the main-mast. We are going to see our last sunrise.” 

And a cannon shot left the corvette. 

“ Long live the king!” shouted the crew. 

Then from the edge of the horizon was heard another cry, 
immense, distant, confused, but yet distinct, — 

“ Long live the Republic !” 

And a noise like that of three hundred thunderbolts burst 
over the depths of the ocean. 

The battle was beginning. 

The sea was covered with fire and smoke. 

Clouds of spray made by the shots falling into the water 
burst from the waves on every side. 

The “Claymore” began to shower flame on the eight ships. 
At the same time, the whole squadron, grouped in a crescent 
around the “Claymore,” opened fire from all its batteries. The 
horizon was all ablaze. It was like a voleano rising out of 
the sea. The wind twisted round and round the vast, crimson 
of battle, in the midst of which the ships appeared and dis- 
appeared like spectres. In the foreground, the corvette stood 
out against this red background like a black skeleton. 

From the top of the main-mast the white banner with its 
design of fleur-de-lis could be made out. 

The two men in the boat were silent. 

The triangular-shaped shoals of the Minquiers, a kind of 
submarine Trinacrium, are larger than the whole island of 
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Jersey; the sea covers them; their culminating point is a 
plateau, rising above the highest tides, and separated from 
this towards the northeast are six mighty rocks ranged in a 
straight line, giving the effect of a great wall crumbling away 
here and there. The sound between the plateau and the six 
rocks is only navigable to craft drawing very little water. 

Beyond this sound is the open sea. 

The sailor who had taken charge of the boat, entered the 
sound. In this way he put the Minquiers between the battle 
and the boat. He pulled skilfully through the narrow channel, 
avoiding the reef to port as well as to starboard; the rocks 
now concealed the battle. The glare on the horizon, and the 
furious din of the cannonading began to decrease as the dis- 
tance became greater; but from the continuance of the reports 
it was evident that the corvette was still holding her own, 
and that she intended to exhaust her hundred and seventy-one 
broadsides to the very last. Soon the boat entered safe water, 
beyond the reef, beyond the battle, beyond the reach of 
bullets. 

Gradually, the appearance of the sea became less gloomy, 
shimmering patches abruptly drowned in darkness increased 
in size, the foam burst into jets of light, pale gleams floated 
over the tops of the waves. Day dawned. 

The boat was out of the reach of the enemy; but the most 
difficult task was yet to be accomplished. The boat was saved 
from the cannon shots, but not from shipwreck. It was in a 
high sea, a mere shell, without deck, without sail, without 
compass, with nothing to rely on but oars, in the face of the 
ocean and the storm, an atom at the mercy of monsters. 

Then in this boundlessness, in this solitude, lifting a face 
made pallid by the dawn, the man in the bow of the boat 
fixed his gaze on the man in the stern and said to him, — 

“JT am the brother of the one you ordered shot.” 


BOOK THIRD. 


HALMALO. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE PERSUASIVE POWER OF HUMAN SPEECH.* 


Tue old man slowly raised his head. 

The sailor who had just spoken to him was about thirty 
years old. His face was sea-tanned, his eyes were strange ; 
they had the shrewd glance of the sailor and the open frank- 
ness of the peasant. He held the oars firmly in his twe 
hands. He looked gentle. 

In his belt he had a dirk, two pistols, and a rosary. 

“ Who are you?” said the old man. : 

“T have just told you.” 

“What do you want of me?” 

The man laid down his oars, folded his arms, and replied, — 

eo kill you, 

“ As you like,” said the old man. 


* “Tia parole c’est le verbe,’’ — Speech is ‘‘the Word.”’ 
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The other raised his voice. 

“Prepare.” 

“For what ?” 

ed WONG Kees 

“Why ?” asked the old man. 

There was a silence. The sailor seemed confused for a 
moment by the question. He replied, — 

“T say that I mean to kill you.” 

“ And I ask why ?” 

The sailor’s eyes flashed, — 

“Because you have killed my brother.” 

The old man replied calmly, — 

“TI began by saving his life.” 

“That is true. You saved him first and then killed 
him.” 

“Tt was not I who killed him.” 

“Who did kill him, then?” 

“ His own fault.” 

The sailor stared with open mouth at the old man; then 
his eyebrows contracted again into a savage frown. 

“What is your name ?” asked the old man. 

“My name is Halmalo, but I can kill you without your 
knowing my name.” 

At this moment the sun rose. A sunbeam struck the sailor 
full in the eyes and vividly lighted up his wild face. The 
old man regarded him attentively. 

The cannonading which still continued, now began to be 
interrupted and agonizingly irregular. A dense smoke sank 
down over the horizon. The boat, no longer guided by the 
oarsman, was drifting to leeward. 

The sailor drew one of the pistols out of his belt with his 
right hand and took his rosary in his left. 

The old man rose and drew himself up to his full height. 

“Do you believe in God ?” he asked. 

“Our Father who art in Heaven,” replied the sailor, mak- 
ing the sign of the cross, 
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“ Have you a mother ?” 

ce Yes.” 

He made the sign of the cross a second time. Then he 
continued, — 

“T have said it. I give you one minute, monseigneur.” 
And he cocked his pistol. 

“Why do you call me monseigneur ? ” 

“Because you are a seigneur. That is evident.” 

“Have you a seigneur, yourself ? ” 

“Yes, and a great one. Can one live without a seigneur ? ” 

“Where is he?” 

“T don’t know. He has left the country. He is the Mar- 
quis de Lantenac, Viscount de Fontenay, prince in Brittany ; 
he is the seigneur of the Sept-Foréts (seven forests). I have 
never seen him, but that doesn’t prevent his being my master.” 

“And if you were to see him, would you obey him?” 

“Certainly. I should be a pagan if I didn’t obey him! 
One owes obedience first to God; then to the king, who stands 
in the place of God; and then to the seigneur, who represents 
the king. But that is not the question; you have killed my 
brother, and I must kill you.” 

The old man replied, — 

“Tn the first place, I killed your brother; I did right.” 

The sailor tightened his grasp on the pistol. 

“Now then.” 

“ Go on,” said the old man. 

And calmly added, “ Where is the priest ? ” 

The sailor looked at him. “The priest ?” 

“Yes, the priest. I gave your brother a priest, you owe 
me a priest.” 

“T have none,” said the sailor. 

And he added: “Do they have priests in mid-ocean ? ” 

The convulsive reports of the battle were growing more and 
more distant. 

“Those who are dying over yonder have theirs,” said the 
old man. 
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“Tt is true,” muttered the sailor. “They have the chap- 
lain.” 

The old man continued: “ You will be the means of losing 
my soul, which is a serious matter.” 

The sailor bowed his head in thought. 

“ And in losing my soul,” the old man went on to say, “you 
lose your own. Listen. I pity you. You may do what you 
wish. As for me, I did my duty just now; first, in saving 
your brother’s life, and then in taking it from him; and I am 
doing my duty at this moment in trying to save your soul. 
Consider. It concerns you. Do you hear the cannon shots at 
this instant ? There are men dying over there; there are des- 
perate souls in mortal agony ; there are husbands there who 
will nevermore see their wives; there are fathers who will 
nevermore see their children; brothers who, like yourself, will 
never see their brothers again. And whose fault is it? It is 
the fault of your own brother. You believe in God, do you 
not? Well, you know that God is suffering at this very 
moment; God suffers in his Christian son, the king of France, 
who is a child lke the child Jesus, and who is imprisoned in 
the fortress of the Temple; God suffers in his church in Brit- 
tany ; God suffers in his insulted cathedrals, in his desecrated 
Gospels, in his violated houses of prayer; God suffers in his 
assassinated priests. What did we come to do, we ourselves, 
in this vessel which is perishing at this very moment? We 
came to God’s assistance. If your brother had been a good 
servant, if he had faithfully performed the duty of a wise and 
useful man, the accident would not have happened to the car- 
ronade, the corvette would not have been disabled; she would 
not have gone out of her course; she would not have fallen 
into the hands of this fleet of destruction, and we should be 
landing on the shores of France now, all of us, brave warriors 
and seamen as we are, sword in hand, waving the white ban- 
ner, numerous, content, joyful, and we should be aiding the 
brave peasants of La Vendée in saving France, in saving the 
king, in doing God’s work. That is what we came to do, that 
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is what we should be doing, that is what I, the only one left, 
set out to do. But you are against it. In this contest of the 
godless against the priests, in this strife of regicides against 
the king, in this conflict of Satan against God, you are for 
Satan. Your brother was the first auxiliary of the devil, you 
are the second. He began, you are finishing it. You are for 
the regicides against the throne, you are for the godless against 
the church. You take God’s last resource away from him. 
Because I shall not be there, —I who represent the king, — 
hamlets will go on burning, families weeping, priests bleeding, 
Brittany suffering, the king will remain in prison, and Jesus 
Christ in distress. And who will have done all this? You. 
Go on; it is your affair. I counted on you to bring about the 
contrary. J am deceived. Ah, yes,—it is true,—you are 
right, —I have killed your brother. Your brother was cour- 
ageous, I rewarded him; he was guilty, I punished him. He 
failed in his duty; I have not failed in mine. What I have 
done, I would do again. And I swear it, by the great Saint 
Anne d’Auray, who sees us now that, under similar circum- 
stances to those in which I had your brother shot, I would 
shoot my ownson. Now youare the master. Yes. I pity you. 
You have lied to your captain. You, a Christian, are faith- 
less; you, a Breton, are without honor; I have been entrusted 
to your loyalty, and accepted by your treason; you give me 
dead to those to whom you promised me alive. Do you know 
whom you destroy here? It is yourself. You take my life 
from the king, and you give your eternity to the devil. Go 
on; commit your crime; it is well. You sell your part in 
Paradise cheaply. Because of you, the devil will conquer ; 
because of you, the churches will fall; because of you, the 
pagans will continue to melt bells into cannon; they will 
shoot men with that which saved their souls. While I am 
speaking, the bell which rang for your baptism may be killing 
your mother. Go on; aid the devil. Don’t stop. Yes, I 
condemned your brother ; but know this, that I am an instru- 
ment of God. Ah! you judge the means God chooses! Are 
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you going to take it on yourself to judge the thunderbolt 
which is in heaven? Wretched man, it will judge you. Take 
care what you do. Do youeven know whether I am in a state 
of grace? No. Go on all the same. Do what you will. 
You are free to cast me into hell, and to cast yourself in 
with me. The damnation of us both is in your hands. The 
one responsible before God will be yourself. We are alone, 
face to face in the abyss. Go on,—make an end of it, — 
finish. Iam old, and you are young; I am without arms, and 
you are armed; kill me.” 

While the old man, standing all the while, uttered these 
words in a voice above the noise of the sea, the undulations of 
the billows made him appear now in shadow, now in the light; 
the sailor had grown livid; great drops of sweat fell from his 
brow; he trembled like a leaf; occasionally, he kissed his 
beads ; when the old man had ended, he threw down his pis- 
tol and fell on his knees. 

“Forgive me, monseigneur! Pardon me,” he cried. “You 
speak like the good God. I am wrong. My brother did 
wrong. I will do everything to atone for his crime. Dispose 
of me. Order, and I will obey.” 

“T forgive you,” said the old man. 


CHAPTER II. 
A PEASANT’S MEMORY IS WORTH A CAPTAIN’S KNOWLEDGE. 


THE provisions in the boat were not useless. 

The two fugitives, obliged to take a very circuitous route, 
were thirty-six hours in reaching the shore. They passed a 
night on the sea; but the night was fine, with too much moon, 
however, for people who were trying to escape. 

They were obliged first to keep away from France, and to 
reach the open sea towards Jersey. 

They heard the final cannonade of the battered corvette, 
like the final roar of a lion killed by hunters in the woods. 
Then silence fell over the sea. 

This corvette, the “Claymore,” died in the same way as the 
“Vengeur,” but glory has ignored it. He who fights against 
his country is never a hero. 

Halmalo was a marvellous mariner. He worked miracles of 
skill and intelligence; this improvised journey amid the reefs, 
the billows, and the enemy’s watch, was a masterpiece. The 
wind had decreased and the sea become smoother. 

Halmalo avoided the Caux des Minquiers, passed the 
“ Chaussée-aux-Boeufs,” and, in order to rest a few hours, took 
shelter in the little creek situated to the north at low tide, 
and then rowing back to the south found a way to pass be- 
tween Granville and the Chausey islands, without being de- 
tected either from the lookout at Chausey or at Granville. 
He entered the bay of Saint-Michael, a bold venture on account 
of the vicinity of Cancale, an anchorage for the cruisers. 

On the evening of the second day, about an hour before 
sunset, he left Mount Saint-Michael behind him, and started 
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to land on a beach which is always deserted, because its shift- 
ing sands are unsafe. 

Fortunately, the tide was high. 

Halmalo pushed the boat as far up as he could, tried the 
sand, found it firm, ran aground, and jumped ashore. 

The old man stepped over the side of the boat after him, 
and examined the horizon. 

“ Monseigneur,” said Halmalo, “we are at the mouth of the 
Couesnon. There is Beauvoir to starboard, and Huisnes to 
port. The bell tower in front of us is Ardevon.” 

The old man bent down over the boat, took a biscuit out of 
it and put it in his pocket, and said to Halmalo,— 

“Take the rest.” 

Halmalo put what remained of the meat, with the rest of 
the biscuits, in a bag, and threw it over his shoulder. Having 
done this, he said,— 

“ Monseigneur, shall I lead the way or follow you.” 

“ Neither.” 

Halmalo looked in amazement at the old man. 

The old man continued: “Halmalo, we are going to sepa- 
rate. It will not do for us to be together. There must be a 
thousand or only one.” 

He paused and drew out of one of his pockets a bow of 
green silk, very like a cockade, in the centre of which was em- 
broidered a fleur-de-lis, in gold. He continued,— 

“Can you read ?” 

NOW 

“Very good. A man who can read is a nuisance. Have 
you a good memory ? ” 

er Viesie 

“Good. Listen, Halmalo. You must go to the right, and I 
will go to the left. Ishall go in the direction of Fougéres, and 
you must go towards Bazouges. Keep your bag, which gives 
you the appearance of a peasant. Conceal your weapons. 
Cut a stick for yourself in the hedges. Creep through the rye, 
which is high. Crawl behind the fences. Climb over the 
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hedges, and go across the fields. Keep at a distance from 
those you meet. Avoid the roads and bridges. Do not enter 
Pontorson. Ah! you will have to cross the Couesnon. How 
will you do that ? ” 

“ Swim across.” 

“Good, And then there is a ford. Do you know where it 
ag.2?? 

“ Between Ancey and Vieux-Viel.” 

“Good. You really belong to the country.” 

“ But night iscoming on. Where will monseigneur sleep ?” 

“T will take care of myself. But where will you sleep ?” 

“There are hollow-trees. Before I was a sailor, I was a 
peasant.” 

“Throw away your sailor cap; it will betray you. You will 
easily find a carapousse somewhere.” 

“Oh, a tarpaulin, —I can find that anywhere. The first 
fisherman I see will sell me his.” 

“Good. Now, listen. You know the woods.” 

“ Everywhere.” 

“ All over the country ? ” 

“From Noirmoutier to Laval.” 

“Do you know their names too?” 

“T know the woods, I know their names, I know all about 
them.” 

“You will not forget anything ? ” 

“ Nothing.” 

“Good. Now, pay attention. How many leagues can you 
walk a day ?” 

“Ten, fifteen, eighteen, twenty, if necessary.” 

“Tt will be necessary. Don’t lose a word of what I am 
going to tell you. You must go to the woods of Saint-Aubin.” 

“Near Lamballe ? ” 

“Yes. On the edge of the ravine between Saint-Rieul, and 
Plédéliac there is a great chestnut-tree. You must stop there. 
You will see nobody.” 

“ Which does not prove that nobody will be there, I know.” 
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“You must make the call. Do you know how to make the 
call.” 

Halmalo puffed out his cheeks, turned toward the sea, and 
the “to-who,” of an owl was heard. 

It seemed to come from the depths of night; it was a per- 
fect imitation and uncanny. 

“ Good,” said the old man. “You have it.” 

He handed the green silk bow to Halmalo. ‘ 

“Here is my badge of command. Take it. It is important 
that nobody should know my name at present. But this bow 
will be enough. The fleur-de-lis was embroidered by Madame 
Royale, in the Temple prison.” 

Halmalo put one knee on the ground. He received the em- 
broidered bow with trembling, and touched it to his lps; 
then, stopping, as if afraid to kiss it, — 

“May I?” he asked. 

“Yes, since you kiss your crucifix.” 

Halmalo kissed the fleur-de-lis. 

“ Get up,” said the old man. 

Halmalo rose and placed the knot in his breast. The old 
man continued: “ Listen carefully to this. This is the order: 
‘Rise in revolt. No quarter.’ Then on the edge of the woods 
of Saint-Aubin give the call. You must give it three times. 
The third time you will see a man come out of the ground.” 

“From a hole under the trees, I know.” 

“This man is Planchenault, also called Coeur-de-Roi. Show 
him this knot. He will understand. Then go, whatever way 
you can, to the woods of Astillé; you will find there a knock- 
kneed man, surnamed Mousqueton, and who shows pity to 
nobody. You will tell him that I love him, and that he is to 
stir up his parishes. You will then go to the woods of Coues- 
bon, which is one league from Ploérmel. Make the call of 
the owl; a man will come out of a hole; it will be M. 
Thuault, seneschal of Ploérmel, who has belonged to what is 
called the Constitutional Assembly, but on the good side. 
Tell him to arm the castle of Couesbon, belonging to the Mar- 
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quis de Guer, a refugee. Ravines, groves, uneven ground, 
good place. M. Thuault is an upright man, and a man of 
sense. Then go to Saint-Guen-les-Toits, and speak to Jean 
Chouan, who is, in my eyes, the real chief. Then go to the 
woods of Ville-Anglose, where you will see Guitter, called 
Saint-Martin. Tell him to have an eye on a certain Cour- 
mesnil, son-in-law of*old Goupil de Préfeln, and who leads the 
Jacobins of Argentan. Remember all this well. I write 
nothing, because nothing must be written. La Rouarie wrote 
out a list, but that lost everything. Then go to the woods of 
Rougefeu, where Miclette is, who leaps ravines, balancing 
himself on a long pole.” 

“That is called a leaping-pole.” 

* Do you know how to use it?” 

“Should I be a Breton, and should I be a peasant, if I 
didn’t? The leaping-pole is our friend. It makes our arms 
large and our legs long.” 

“That is to say, it makes the enemy small and the distance 
short. A good machine.” 

“Once with my jferte I held out against three excise men 
armed with sabres.” 

“When was that?” 

“Ten years ago.” 

“ Under the king?” 

“Indeed it was.” 

“Did you fight under the king then ? ” 

“Tndeed I did.” 

“ Against whom ?” 

“Faith, I don’t know. I was a salt smuggler.” 

“ Good.” 

“They called that fighting against the gabelles. Are the 
gabelles the same thing as the king ?” 

“Yes, no. But it isn’t necessary for you to understand 
that.” 

“JT beg pardon of monseigneur, for having asked mon- 
seigneur a question.” 
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“Let us go on. Do you know la Tourgue ? v 

“Do I know la Tourgue! I come from there.” 

“ How is that?” 

“Because I am from Parigné.” 

“To be sure, la Tourgue adjoins Parigné.” 

“Do I know la Tourgue! The big round castle which be- 
longs to my seigneur’s family. There ts a great iron door 
separating the new building from the old; it couldn’t be burst 
open with acannon. In the new building is the famous book 
about Saint Bartholomew, that people come to see out of 
curiosity. There are frogs in the grass. I played with the 
frogs there when I was a little boy. And the underground 
passage! I know. There is, perhaps, no other person but 
myself who knows it.” 

“What underground passage? I don’t know what you 
mean.” 

“Tt was made for other days, for the times when la Tourgue 
was besieged. The people inside could escape by passing 
through a tunnel under the ground which comes out in the 
forest.” 

“To be sure there is a subterranean passage of this kind from 
the castle of “la Jupelhére,” and one from the castle of la 
Hunaudaye, and from the tower of Champéon; but there is 
nothing of the kind at la Tourgue.” 

“Yes, there is, monseigneur. I don’t know the passages 
which monseigneur mentions. I know the one at la Tourgue, 
because I belong to that country. And besides, there is no- 
body but myself who knows this way. It is never spoken of. 
It has been forbidden, because this passage served Monsieur 
de Rohan, in times of war. My father knew the secret, and 
he showed it to me. I know the secret of entering it, and 
the secret of getting out. If Iam in the forest I can go into 
the tower, and if Iam in the tower I can go into the forest, 
without being seen. And when the enemy enters, there is 
nobody there. That is what la Tourgue is. Ah! I know it.’ 
The old man remained silent for a moment. 
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“You are evidently mistaken; if there were such a secret 
there, I should know it.” 

‘“‘Monseigneur, I am sure of it. There is a turning stone 
there.” 

“Oh, yes! You peasants believe in turning stones, in sing- 
ing stones, in stones which go to drink in the night from a 
neighboring brook. All sheer nonsense.” 

“ But as I have made it turn, the stone —” 

“ As others have heard them sing, comrade. La Tourgue is 
a strong, secure fortress, easy to defend; but he who counted 
on getting out through an underground passage would be a 
simpleton.” 

“ But, monseigneur, — 

The old man shrugged his shoulders. 

“We have no time to lose. Let us talk business.” 

This peremptory tone put an end to Halmalo’s persistence. 

The old man continued, — 

“Let us goon. Listen. From Rougefeu, go to the woods 
of Montchevrier, where Bénédicité is,—the chief of the 
Twelve. He is another good man. He says his benedicite 
while he is having people shot. In war, no sentimentality. 
From Montchevrier go to—” 

He stopped short. 

“JT am forgetting the money.” 

He took from his pocket a purse and a pocketbook and 
placed them in Halmalo’s hands. 

“In this pocketbook there are thirty thousand frances in 
assignats, something like three livres, ten sous: to be sure 
the assignats are counterfeit, but the genuine ones are worth 
no more; and in this purse, — pay attention, — there are one 
hundred louis d’or. I give you all that I have. I do not 
need anything here. Besides, it is better that no money 
should be found on my person. To go back again. From 
Montchevrier go to Antrain, where you will see Monsieur de 
Frotté. From Antrain go to la Jupelliere, where you will 
see Monsieur de Rochecotte; from la Jupelliere to Noirieux, 
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where you will see the Abbé Baudouin. Can you remember 
all that ?” 

“As well as my Pater.” 

“You will see Monsieur Dubois-Guy at Saint Brice-en- 
Cogle, M. de Turpin at Morannes, which is a fortified town, 
and the Prince de Talmont at Chateau Gonthier.” 

“Will a prince speak to me ?” 

“Tf I speak to you.” 

Halmalo took off his cap. 

“Everybody will receive you well when they see Madame 
Royale’s fleur-de-lis. Do not forget that you will have to go 
to places where there are montagnards and patauds. You 
must disguise yourself. That is easy enough. These re- 
publicans are so stupid, that with a blue blouse, a three- 
cornered hat and a tricolored cockade, you can go anywhere. 
There are no longer regiments, there are no longer uniforms, 
the companies are not numbered; everybody wears whatever 
rag he pleases. Go to Saint-Mhervé. There you will see 
Gauler, called Grand-Pierre. Go to the district of Parmé, 
where the men blacken their faces. They put gravel and a 
double charge of powder in their guns in order to make more 
noise. They do well; but tell them above all to kill, to kill, 
to kill. Go to the camp of La Vache Noire, which is on a 
height, in the midst of the wood of La Charnie, then to 
the camp of L’Avoine, then to the camp of Vert, then to the 
camp of the Fourmis. Go to the Grand-Bordage, also called 
the Haut-du-Pré, which is inhabited by a widow whose daugh- 
ter Treton, called the Englishman, married. The Grand- 
Bordage is in the parish of Quelaines. You must go to 
Epineux-le-Chevreuil, Sillé-le-Guillaume, Parannes, and all the 
men in every wood. You will find friends, and you must 
send them to the border of the upper and the lower Maine; 
see Jean Treton in the parish of Vaisges, Sans-Regret at 
Bignon, Chambord at Bonchamps, the Corbin brothers at 
Maisoncelles, and Petit-Sans-Peur at Saint-Jean-sur-Erve. 
He is the same as Bourdoiseau. Having done all this, 
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and given the word of command ‘Revolt! No. quarter !? 
you must rejoin the grand army, the royal, catholic army, 
wherever it may be. You will see MM. d’Elbée, de Lescure, 
de la Rochejaquelein, all the chiefs who are still alive. Show 
them my badge of command. They will know what it means. 
You are only a sailor, but Cathelineau is only a carter. 
Tell them this from me: ‘It is time to unite the two wars, 
the great and the small.’ The great one makes more noise, 
the small one does more work. La Vendée is good, La 
Chouannerie is worse, and in civil war the worse is the 
better. The success of a war is measured by the amount of 
harm that it does.” 

He stopped speaking. 

“Halmalo, I am telling you all this. You do not under- 
stand the words, but you understand the meaning. You won 
my confidence by the way you managed the boat; you do not 
know geometry, but you work marvels of skill on the water: 
he who can steer a boat, can pilot an insurrection; from the 
way you managed the intricacies of the sea, I am sure that 
you will be successful in carrying out all my commissions. 
To return. Tell all this to the chiefs, as near as you can, in 
your own words, but it will be all right, — 

“<¢T prefer war in the forest to war in the open field; I do 
not intend to draw up a hundred thousand peasants in line 
before the shot of the Blues, and Monsieur Carnot’s artillery ; 
before the end of a month, I want five hundred thousand 
slaughterers in ambush in the woods. The republican army 
is my game. Poaching is waging war. I am the strategist of 
the thickets.’ Well, there is another word that you will not 
understand; never mind, you will take in this: No quarter! 
and ambuscades everywhere! I want a guerilla warfare in 
Vendée. Add that the English are on our side. Let us place 
the republic between two fires. Europe will help us. Let 
us put an end to the Revolution. Kings will war against it 
with kingdoms, let us war against it with parishes. Say that. 
Do you understand ? ” 
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“Yes. We must have fire and blood everywhere.” 

“That’s it.” 

“No quarter.” 

“Not for anybody. That’s it.” 

“JT am to go everywhere.” 

«“ And be on your guard. For in this country it is an easy 
matter to put a man to death.” 

“ Death doesn’t concern me. He who takes his first step 
may be wearing his last shoes.” 

“You are a brave man.” 

«‘ And if I am asked the name of monseigneur ?”’ 

“Tt must not be known yet. Say that you do not know it 
and that will be the truth.” 

“Where shall I see monseigneur again ? ” 

“Where I shall be.” 

“ How shall I know it ?” 

“Because everybody will know it. Before the end of a 
week, I shall be talked about. I shall make examples; I 
shall avenge the king and religion, and you will know that it 
is I of whom they are talking.” . 

“T understand.” 

“Forget nothing.” 

“ Have no fear.” 

“Start now. God be with you. Go.” 

“J will do all that you have told me. Iwill go. I will 
speak the word. I will obey. I will command.” 

“Very well.” 

“ And if I sueceed —— ” 

“T will make you chevalier de Saint-Louis.” 

“Like my brother; and if I do not succeed, you will have 
me shot ?” 

“Like your brother.” 

“ Agreed, monseigneur.” 

The old man bowed his head and seemed lost in deep reverie. 
When he raised his eyes, he was alone. Halmalo was only a 
black speck on the horizon. 
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The sun had just set. The gulls and the hooded sea-mews 
were flocking in from the sea outside. 

That sort of restlessness just before night was felt in the 
air; the tree-frogs croaked, the kingfishers flew up whistling 
from the pools of water, the gulls, the rooks, the carabins, 
made their evening commotion; the birds on the shore called 
to each other; but not a human sound. It was a profound 
solitude. Not a sailin the bay, not a peasant on the land. 
As far as the eye could reach, a desert expanse. The great 
sand-thistles rustled. The white sky of twilight cast a broad 
pale gleam over the beach. The ponds in the distance, scat- 
tered over the dark plain, looked like sheets of pewter spread 
out on the ground. The wind blew from the sea. 


MARCH, 


TELL 


————— 


BOOK.-FOURTH. 


TELLMARCH. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE TOP OF THE DUNE. 


Tue old man waited till Halmalo had disappeared from 
sight, then he wrapped his cloak about him and set forth. 
He walked slowly, thoughtfully. He went toward Huisnes, 
while Halmalo had gone toward Beauvoir. 

Behind him, an enormous black triangle, with a cathedral 
for tiara, and a fortress for breastplate, with its two great tow- 
ers to the east, one round, the other square, which help the 
mountain to bear the weight of church and village, rose Mount 
Saint-Michael, which is to the ocean what Cheops is to the 
desert. 

The quicksands in the bay of Saint-Michael’s change their 
sand-dunes imperceptibly. At. that time between Huisnes 


and Ardevon there was a very high dune, which has now 
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entirely disappeared. This dune, levelled by an equinoctial 
storm, was exceptional in being ancient, and bearing on its 
summit a memorial stone erected in the twelfth century in 
commemoration of a council held at Avranches against the 
assassins of Saint Thomas of Canterbury. From the top of 
this dune, the whole country could be seen, and one could get 
his bearings. 

The old man went toward this dune and ascended it. 
When he had reached the top, he stopped by the monument, 
sat down on one of the four posts which marked the corners, 
and began to examine the sort of map lying at his feet. He 
seemed to be trying to find a route in a country once familiar 
to him. In this vast landscape, indistinct in the twilight, 
there was nothing clear but the horizon, a black line on the 
white sky. 

He could see the roofs of eleven towns and villages; he 
could make out several leagues away, the steeples along the 
coast, which are very high, in order to serve as landmarks to 
people at sea. 

After a few moments, the old man seemed to have found in 
the dim twilight what he was looking for; his eyes fastened 
on an enclosure of trees, walls, and roofs, which could just be 
seen half way between the plain and the wood; this was a 
farm; he nodded his head with satisfaction as though saying 
to himself: “there it is,” and he began to trace with his fin- 
ger in the air a way through the hedges and fields. Now and 
then he examined a rather indistinct and shapeless object, 
moving above the principal roof of the farm, and he seemed 
to ask: “What is it?” It was colorless and confused be- 
cause of the gloom; it was not a weathercock, because ‘it 
fluttered, and there was no reason why it should be a flag. 

He was weary: he was willing to rest on this spot where 
he was sitting, and he gave himself up to that sort of vague 
forgetfulness, which the first moment of repose brings to a 
tired man. There is an hour of the day which might be 
called noiseless, it is the quiet twilight hour. It was that 
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hour now. He was enjoying it; he was looking about; he 
was listening; to what? tranquillity. Even the cruel have 
their sad moments. Suddenly this tranquillity was, not dis- 
turbed, but made more intense, by passing voices; they were 
the voices of women and children. There are sometimes such 
unexpected chimes of joy in the darkness. The group from 
which the voices came could not be seen on account of the 
thickets, but it was walking along at the foot of the dune, 
going toward the plain and the forest. These voices came up 
clear and fresh to the old man lost in thought; they were so 
near that he caught all they said. 

A woman’s voice said, — 

“We must hurry along, Flécharde. Is this the way ?” 

‘No, it is this way.” 

And the dialogue continued between the two voices, one 
loud, the other timid. 

“What do you call this farm where we are living now ?” 

“ T’ Herbe-en- Pail.” 

“ Are we far from it?” 

“ About a quarter of an hour.” 

“Let us hurry, so as to get our soup.” 

“¢ We really are late.” 

“We must run. But your babies are tired. We are only 
two women, we can’t carry three brats. And then, Flécharde, 
you are already carrying one. A regular lump of lead. You 
have weaned the greedy little thing, but you are always carry- 
ing her. A bad habit; oblige me by making her walk. Well! 
so much the worse, our soup will be cold!” 

“Oh, what good shoes you have given me! I should think 
they were made for me.” 

“They are better than going barefooted.” 

“ Hurry up now, René-Jean.” 

“He is the one who has kept us back. He has to speak to 
every little peasant girl he meets. That is because he is a 
man.” 

“To be sure, he is going on five years.” 
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“Tell me, Réne-Jean, why did you speak to that little girl 
in the village ? ” 

A child’s voice, —that of a boy, replied, — 

“ Because I know her.” 

The woman added, — 

“ What, you know her ?” 

“Yes,” replied the boy, “ever since she played with me 
this morning.” 

“Oh, how big he is!” exclaimed the woman, “we have only 
been in the country three days, he is no larger than my thumb, 
and he has a sweetheart already.” 

The voices grew fainter. All sound died away. 


‘‘OH HOW BIG HE Is!”’ 


CHAPTER II. 
AURES HABET ET NON AUDIET. 


Tue old man remained still. He was not thinking, hardly 
even dreaming. All about him was peace, drowsiness, confi- 
dence, solitude. It was still daylight on the dune, but almost 
night on the plain, and entirely so in the woods. The moon 
was rising in the east. A few stars pierced the pale blue of 
the zenith. This man, though full of tremendous cares, had 
plunged himself into the unspeakable tenderness of the infinite. 
He felt arising in him that obscure dawn of hope, if the 
word hope can be applied to the expectations of civil war. 
For the moment, it seemed to him that in escaping from the 
sea which had been so inexorable to him, and in touching 
land, all danger had vanished. No one knew his name, he was 
alone, lost to the enemy, without a trace left behind him, for 
the surface of the sea betrays nothing, concealed, ignored, not 
even suspected. He felt a strange, supreme composure. A 
little more and he would have been asleep. 

It was the profound silence over the earth and in the heavens 
which had for this man, who had been a prey to tumult within 
and without, such a strange charm in this serene hour. 

Nothing was heard except the wind blowing from the sea, 
but the wind is a continuous bass, which almost ceases to be 
a sound, it is so habitual. 

Suddenly, he started to his feet. 

His attention had just been abruptly awakened ; he looked 
about the horizon. Something gave his eye a peculiar fixed 


expression. 
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He was looking at the steeple of Cormeray, directly in 
front of him beyond the plain. Indeed, something extraordi- 
nary was taking place in this steeple. 

The outline of this steeple was clearly defined; the tower 
could be seen, surmounted by the spire, and between the tower 
and the spire, the belfry, square, without screen, and open on 
all four sides, according to the style of Breton bell towers. 

But this belfry appeared alternately open and closed at 
regular intervals ; its lofty window showed all white, then all 
black; the sky could be seen through, then it was seen no 
longer; it would be light, then eclipsed, and the opening and 
shutting followed each other a second apart, with the regular- 
ity of a hammer on an anvil. 

This steeple in Cormeray was about two leagues away in 
front of the old man; just about as far to his right on the 
horizon, he saw the steeple of Baguer-Pican ; the belfry of this 
steeple was opening and shutting in the same way as that in 
Cormeray. 

He looked to his left at the steeple of Tanis; the belfry of 
the tower at Tanis was opening and shutting just the same as 
that at Baguer-Pican. 

He looked at all the steeples on the horizon, one after an- 
other, to the left, the steeples of Courtils, of Précey, of Crollon, 
and of Croix-Avranchin; to the right, the steeples of Raz-sur- 
Couesnoén, Mordrey, and the Pas; in front of him, the steeple 
of Pontorson. The belfries of all the steeples were alter- 
nately black and white. 

What did it all mean ? 

It signified that all the bells were ringing. 

To appear and disappear in this way they must be pulled 
furiously. 

What was it then? evidently the tocsin. 

They were sounding the alarm, sounding it frantically, 
sounding it everywhere, in all the belfries, in every parish, in 
every village, and not a sound reached his ears. 

This was owing to the distance, which prevented the sounds 
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from reaching so far, and because of the sea breeze blowing 
from the opposite direction, which carried all land noises far 
away from him. 

_ All these bells madly calling from every side, and at the 
same time, silence; nothing could be more weird. 

The old man looked and listened. 

He did not hear the tocesin, but he saw it. 

To see the toesin —a strange sensation. 

With whom are these bells angry ? 

Against whom is this tocsin sounding ? 


CHAPTER III. 
THE ADVANTAGE OF LARGE LETTERS, 


CERTAINLY they were after somebody. 

Who ? 

This man of steel shuddered. 

He could not be the one. No one could have found out his 
coming; it was impossible for the acting representatives to have 
been informed already; he had hardly landed. The corvette 
had evidently foundered without a man escaping. And even 
in the corvette no one knew his name except Boisberthelot and 
La Vieuville. 

The bells continued their wild play. He watched them and 
counted them mechanically, and his thoughts, driven from one 
conjecture to another, fluctuated between complete security 
and terrible uncertainty. However, after all, this tocsin could 
be explained in many ways, and he finally assured himself, by 
repeating, “Surely, nobody knows of my arrival, and nobody 
knows my name.” 

For some moments there had been a slight sound above and 
behind him. This sound was like the rustling of a leaf on a 
wind-shaken tree. At first, he paid no heed to it; then, as 
the sound continued, one might say insisted, he at last turned 
around. It was a leaf to be sure, but a leaf of paper. The 
wind was trying to detach a large placard pasted to the monu- 
ment above his head. This placard had been put up only a 
short time before, for it was still damp, and yielded to the 
wind, which had begun to play with it and to unfasten it. 
The old man had climbed up the dune from the opposite side, 
and had not seen this placard when he reached the top. 
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He mounted the post on which he had been sitting, and 
placed his hand on the corner of the placard which was flap- 
ping in the wind; the sky was cloudless, the twilights are 
long in June; the foot of the dune was dark, but the top was 
light; a part of the placard was printed in large letters, and 
there was still enough daylight to read them. He read 
this, — 


“THe FRENCH REPUBLIC, ONE AND INDIVISIBLE. 


“We, Prieur de la Marne, active representative of the people near 
the army of the coast of Cherbourg, order: The former Marquis de Lan- 
tenac, viscount de Fontenay, the so-called prince of Brittany, secretly 
landed on the coast of Granville, is declared an outlaw. A price is put 
on his head. The sum of sixty thousand livres will be paid to him who 
will deliver him up, dead or alive. This sum will not be paid in assig- 
nats, but in gold. A battalion of the army of the coast of Cherbourg will 
be sent immediately in pursuit of the former Marquis de Lantenac. The 
parishes are ordered to lend every assistance. Given at the town hall of 
Granville, this second day of June, 1798. Signed 

‘*PRIEUR DE LA MARNE.”’ 


Underneath this name there was another signature in inuch 
smaller characters, which was not legible, because there was so 
little daylight left. 

The old man pulled down his hat over his eyes, drew his 
cloak closely up under his chin, and went quickly down the 
dune. It was evidently unsafe to remain longer on this prom- 
inent summit. 

He had possibly stayed there too long already ; the top of 
the dune was the only point in the whole landscape which 
still remained visible. 

When he reached the foot of the dune and was in darkness, 
he walked more slowly. 

He started to go, as he had planned, towards the farm, 
probably having good. reasons for thinking he would be safe 
in this direction. 

Everything was deserted. It was an hour when there were 
no passers-by. He stopped behind a thicket, took off his 
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cloak, turned the hairy side of his vest out, fastened his 
ragged cloak around his neck again by the cord, and started 
on his way. 

It was bright moonlight. 

He came to a place where two roads met and where there 
stood an old stone cross. On the pedestal of the cross, he 
noticed a white square, probably a placard like the one he had 
just read. He went nearer to it. 

“Where are you going?” said a voice. 

He turned around. 

A man was there in the thicket, tall like himself, old like 
himself, ike him with white hair, and with garments more 
ragged. Almost his double. This man was leaning on a long 
stick. 

The man said again, — 

“T ask where you are going?” 

“In the first place, where am I?” he said, with an almost 
haughty calmness. 

The man replied, — 

“You are in the seigneurie of Tanis. I am its beggar, you 
are its seigneur.”’ 

6“ if 2 ? 

“Yes, you, sir, the Marquis de Lantenac.” 
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CHAPTER IV. 
THE CAIMAND. 


Tue Marquis de Lantenac, —henceforth we will call him 
by his name, — replied gravely, — 

“You are right. Deliver me up.” 

The man continued, — 

“We are both at home here: you in the castle, I in the 
thicket.” 

“Make an end of it. Do your work. Give me up,” said 
the marquis. 

The man continued, — 

“You were going to the farm of Herbe-en-Pail, were you 
not ?” 

WN es” 

“Don’t go there.” 

a Why ?” 

“Because the Blues are there. 

“ How long since ?” 

“For three days.” 

“Did the inhabitants of the farm and the hamlet make any 
resistance ? ” 

“No, they opened all the doors.” 

“Ah!” said the marquis. 

The man pointed to the roof of the farmhouse, which could 
be seen some distance away, above the trees. 

“Do you see the roof, monsieur le marquis ? ” 

ees.” 

“Do you see what is above it ?” 
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“Floating ?” 

mV es. 

“Tt is a flag.” 

“The Tricolor,” said the man. 

This was the object which had already attracted the mar- 
quis’s attention when he was on the top of the dune. 

“ Are they not sounding the tocsin ?” asked the marquis. 

“Vege 

66 Why ? 7) 

“Evidently on your account.” 

“But it can’t be heard.” 

“The wind prevents it.” 

The man continued, “ Have you seen your placard ? ” 

NECK 

“They are searching for you;” and glancing towards the 
farm, he added, “There is a half battalion there.” 

“Of republicans ? ” 

“ Parisians.” 

“Well,” said the marquis, “let us go on.” 

And he took a step in the direction of the farm. 

The man seized him by the arm. 

“Don’t go there.” 

“ And where would you have me go?” 

“Home with me.” 

The marquis looked at the beggar. 

“Listen, marquis, my home is not fine, but it is safe. A 
hut lower than a cave. For a floor, a bed of seaweed; for 
ceiling, a roof of branches and grass. Come. You would be 
shot at the farm. With me you will go to sleep. You must 
be tired; and to-morrow morning the Blues will march away, 
and you can go wherever you please.” 

The marquis scrutinized the man. 

“On which side are you?” asked the marquis. “Are you 
republican ? Are you a royalist ?” 

“T am poor.” 

“Neither royalist, nor republican ? ” 
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“T think not.” 

“ Are you for or against the king ?” 

“‘T have no time for that.” 

“What do you think of what is going on?” 

‘“‘T have nothing to live on.” 

“Why do you come to my assistance ?” 

“T saw that you were an outlaw. What is the law? So 
one can be out of it. I don’t understand. As for me, am I 
in the law? am I out of the law? I know nothing about it. 
To die of hunger, is that to be in the law?” 

“ How long have you been dying of hunger ? ” 

Albany: lite.” 

“ And you wish to save me?” 

Saves.” 

SNM hay 2.2? 

“Because I said, ‘There is another poorer than I. I have 
the right to breathe, he has not.’” 

“Ttis true. And you would save me?” 

“Surely. We are brothers, monseigneur. I ask for bread, 
you ask for life. We are both beggars.” 

“But do you know that a price has been put on my head ee 

aN es.” 

“ How did you know it ?” \ 

“JT read the placard.” 

“You know how to read ? ” 

“Yes, and to write, too. Why should I be a brute?” 

“Then, since you know how to read, and since you have 
read the placard, you know that the man who betrays me will 
win sixty thousand francs.” 

“T know it.” 

“ Not in assignats.” 

“Yes, I know, in gold.” 

“Do you know that sixty thousand frances is a fortune ?” 

‘OY e6,”? 

“ And that the one who will deliver me up will make his 
fortune ?” 
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“Well, what next ? ” 

“His fortune !” 

“That is just what I thought. When I saw you, I said to 
myself, ‘Only think of it, the one who betrays this very man, 
will win sixty thousand francs and make his fortune! Let us 
hasten to conceal him.’ ” 

The marquis followed the poor man. They entered a 
thicket. Here was the beggar’s den. It was a sort of room 
that a grand old oak had let this man have in its heart. It 
was hollowed out under its roots, and covered with its 
branches. It was dark, low, concealed, out of sight. There 
was room for two people in it. 

“T foresaw that I was going to have a guest,” said the 
beggar. 

This sort of underground dwelling, more common than one 
would suppose in Brittany, is called in the language of the 
peasants, “carnichot.’ This name also apples to hiding- 
places made inside of thick walls. 

It was furnished with several pots, a pallet of straw or sea- 
weed, washed and dried, with a thick covering of kersey; 
some tallow dips, with a tinder-box, and hollow twigs of furze 
for matches. 

They bent down, crept along a little way, entered the room, 
cut up into odd compartments by the great tree-roots, and sat 
down on a heap of seaweed, which formed the bed. The 
space between two roots, where they entered, and which 
served as a doorway, let in some light. Night had come, but 
the eye adjusts itself to darkness, and there is always a trace 
of light to be found in darkness. A reflection of moonlight 
threw a mysterious pallor over the entrance. In a corner 
there was a jug of water, a loaf of buckwheat bread, and 
some chestnuts. 

“Let us have some supper,” said the poor man. 

They shared the chestnuts; the marquis added his piece of 
biscuit: they bit the same loaf of buckwheat, and drank 
from the jug one after the other. 
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They talked together. 

The marquis began to question the man. 

“So, whether anything happens or not, it is all the same 
to you?” 

“Very nearly. You are seigneurs, you people. These are 
your affairs.” 

“But what happens —” 

“ Happens beyond our reach.” 

The beggar added, “ And then there are other things hap- 
pening still farther away from us, the sun rising, the moon 
Waxing and waning; it is with such things that I am con- 
cerned.” 

He took a sip from the jug, and said, — 

“What good, fresh water!” Then he added, “How do 
you like this water, monseigneur ?” 

“What is your name ?” said the marquis. 

“My name is Tellmarch, and they call me the caimand.” 

“JT know. Caimand is one of your provincial words.” 

“Which means beggar. They have named me besides, the 
old man.” He continued: “For forty years I have been 
called the old man.” 

“ Forty years! Why, you are young.” 

“T never was young. You are always young, monsieur le 
marquis. You have the legs of twenty, you climb up the 
great dune; as for me I can hardly walk at all; a quarter of 
a league tires me out. Still, we are of the same age; but the 
rich have an ae over us, for they eat a day. 
Eating preserves one.’ 

After a silence, the beggar continued: “Poverty and riches 
—it is atroublesome problem. That is the cause of calami- 
ties. At least, so it seems to me. The poor want to be rich, 
the rich do not want to be poor. I believe that is at the 
bottom of it. I don’t mix myself up with it. Events are 
events. I am neither for the debtor nor for the creditor. I 
know that there is a debt and that it is being paid. That is 
all. I should have liked it better if they had not killed the 
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king, but it would be difficult for me to tell why. In reply to 
that they tell me: But once they used to hang men to trees 
for nothing at all. I myself have seen a man with a wife 
and seven children hanged for shooting one of the king’s deer. 
There are two sides to be considered.” 

He was silent again, then added, — 

“You understand. I don’t know exactly, people come and 
go, and things happen, but as for me, I am up among the 
stars.” 

Tellmarch stopped again to think, then continued, — 

“T am a little of a bone-setter, a little of a doctor. Iam 
familiar with herbs, and have some experience with plants ; 
the peasants see me in a brown study and that makes me pass 
for a sorcerer. Because I dream, they think I know.” 

“You belong to this country ? asked the marquis. 

“T have never been out of it.” 

“Do you know me?” 

“Certainly. The last time I saw you was when you passed 
through here, two years ago. You went from here to Eng- 
land. Just now I noticed a man on the top of the dune. A 
tall man. Tall men are rare; Brittany is a country of small 
men. I looked carefully. I had read the placard. I said 
wait! And when you came down, it was moonlight and I 
recognized you.” 

“But I do not know you.” 

“You have seen me, but you never looked at me.” 

And Tellmarch, the caimand, added, — 

“T used to see you. A beggar does not look with the same 
eyes as the passers-by.” 

“Have I ever met you before ?” 

“Often, for I am your own beggar. I was the poor man 
at the foot of the road to your castle. You used to give me 
alms, sometimes; but the giver pays no attention, the re- 
ceiver watches and observes. A beggar is aspy. But as for 
me, though often sad, I try not to be a malicious spy. I held 
out my hand, you saw the hand only, and you dropped in it 
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the alms which I needed in the morning to keep me from 
dying of hunger at night. I have sometimes been twenty- 
four hours without eating. Sometimes, a sou saved my life. 
I owe life to you. I give it back to you.” 

“Tis true, you are saving me.” 

“Yes, I am saving you, monseigneur.” 

And Tellmarch’s voice grew serious. 

“On one condition.” 

“What is that?” 

“That you do not come here to work evil.” 

“T come here to do good,” said the marquis. 

“Let us go to sleep,” said the beggar. 

They lay down side by side on the bed of seaweed. The 
beggar fell asleep immediately. The marquis, although very 
tired, remained absorbed in thought for a time, then he 
looked at the poor man in the darkness, and lay down again. 
Lying on this pallet was like lying on the ground; he took 
advantage of it to put his ear to the earth and listen. There 
was a dull humming underground; sound is known to be 
propagated under the earth; he heard the noise of the bells. 

The tocsin was still sounding. 

The marquis fell asleep. 
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Wuewn he awoke it was day. 

The beggar was up, not in the hut, for there was not room 
to stand upright there, but outside near the entrance. He 
was leaning on his stick. The sun shone on his face. 

“Monseigneur,” said Tellmarch “it has just struck four 
from the belfry of Tanis. IJ heard the four strokes. So the 
wind has changed, it is blowing off shore: I hear no other 
sound, so the tocsin has ceased. Everything is quiet at the 
farm and in the hamlet of Herbe-en-Pail. The Blues are 
either asleep, or have gone. The worst of the danger is over; 
it would be wise for us to separate. It is my time for going 
away.” 

He indicated a point on the horizon. 

“T am going that way.” 

He pointed in the opposite direction. 

“You must go this way.” 

The beggar saluted the marquis solemnly. 

Pointing to what was left of the supper he added: “Carry 
the chestnuts with you, if you are hungry.” 

A moment later, he had disappeared among the trees. 

The marquis rose and went in the direction Tellmarch had 
pointed out to him. 

It was the charming morning hour called in the old Nor- 
man peasant tongue, the “piperette du jour,”—the song 
sparrow of the day. The finches and hedge sparrows were 
chirping. The marquis followed the path by which they had 
come the night before. He left the thicket and was again at 
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the parting of the roads marked by the stone cross. The 
placard was still there, white and almost gay in the light of 
the rising sun, He remembered that there was something at 
the bottom of the placard which he could not read the evening 
before because the letters were so small, and there was so 
little light. He went up to the pedestal of the cross. The 
placard ended, just under the signature, “PRreuR DE LA 
Marne” with these two lines in small characters: “The 
identity of the former Marquis de Lantenac verified, he will 
be immediately executed. Signed: Chief of battalion, com- 
manding the reconnoitring column, GAUVAIN.” 

“ Gauvain!” said the marquis. 

He stopped in deep amazement, his eyes fastened on the 
placard. 

“ Gauvain!” he repeated. 

He started off, turned back, looked at the cross, retraced his 
steps and read the placard once more. 

Then he walked slowly away. If any one had been near 
him, they would have heard him murmur in an undertone: 
“ Gauvain !” 

At the foot of the cross road where he was stealing along, 
the roofs of the farm, which lay behind him to his left, could 
not be seen. He was skirting a steep height, all covered with 
furze in bloom, of the species called long-thorn. The summit 
of this height was one of those points of land called in the 
country a hure or head. At the foot of the height the 
view was abruptly lost in the trees. The foliage was, as it 
were, soaked in light. All nature rejoices deeply in the 
morning. 

Suddenly, the landscape became terrible. It was like an 
ambuseade bursting forth. A strange deluge of wild cries 
and gunshots fell over the fields and woods full of sunlight, 
and in the direction of the farm a great smoke pierced by 
bright flames arose, as if the hamlet and the farm were 
nothing but a bundle of straw burning. It was sudden and 
fearful, an abrupt change from peace to madness, a burst of 
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hell in the clear dawn, a horror without warning. They were 
fighting near Herbe-en-Pail. The marquis stopped. 

There is no one, who, under similar circumstances would 
not have felt that curiosity is stronger than danger; one must 
know, if he has to die in consequence. He climbed up the 
height, at the foot of which passed the hollow path. From 
there he might be seen, but he could see. In a few moments 
he was on the “hure.” He looked about him. 

To be sure there was firing anda fire. The noise could be 
heard, the fire could be seen. The farm was the centre of 
some strange calamity. What was it? Was the farm of 
Herbe-en-Pail attacked? And by whom? Was it a battle? 
Was it not rather a military execution? The Blues, as they 
had been ordered by a revolutionary decree, very often pun- 
ished refractory farms and villages by setting them on fire; 
to make an example of them they burned every farm and 
every hamlet which had not felled the trees prescribed by 
law, and which had not opened passages through the thickets 
for the republican cavalry. This had been notably carried 
out, and very recently, in the parish of Bourgon, near Ernée. 
Was Herbe-en-Pail in the same condition? It was evident 
that none of the strategic openings ordered by the decree had 
been made in the thickets and hedges of Tanis and Herbe-en- 
Pail. Was this the punishment? Had the advance guard 
now occupying the farm received orders? Was not this 
advance-guard a part of one of those investigating columns 
called colonnes infernales, or columns of hell. 

The height on the summit of which the marquis had taken 
up his place of observation, was surrounded on every side by 
a very wild, dense thicket. This thicket, called the grove of 
Herbe-en-Pail, but which had the proportions of a wood, ex- 
tended as far as the farm, and hid in its depths, like all 
Breton thickets, a network of ravines, paths, and byways, 
labyrinths where the republican armies would lose them- 
selves. 

The execution, if it were an execution, must have been 
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cruel, for it was short. Like all brutal things it was soon 
over. The atrocity of civil warfare admits of such cruelties. 
While the marquis, multiplying his conjectures, hesitating to 
go down, hesitating to remain, was listening and watching, 
this din of extermination ceased, or rather was dispersed. 
The marquis was aware of something in the thicket like the 
seattering of an infuriated and joyous troop. There was a 
frightful swarming under the trees. They were rushing from 
the farm into the woods. Drums were beating. No more 
firing was heard. It was now lke a battue; they seemed to 
be hunting about, pursuing, tracking; it was evident that 
they were in search of some one: the noise was widespread 
and deep; it was a medley of words of anger and of triumph, 
aclamorous uproar; nothing could be distinguished; suddenly, 
as a feature stands out against smoke, something became arti- 
culate and certain in this tumult. It was a name, —a name 
repeated by a thousand voices, and the marquis heard clearly 
this cry, — 
“TLantenac! Lantenac! the Marquis de Lantenac! ” 
He was the one for whom they were searching. 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE SUDDEN CHANGES OF CIVIL WAR. 


SuppENLy all around him, and on every side at once, 
the thicket was filled with guns, bayonets, and swords, a tri- 
colored flag arose in the shade, the cry of “Lantenac!” burst 
on his ear, and at his feet through the brambles and branches 
passionate faces appeared. The marquis was alone, standing 
on a summit which could be seen from every point of the 
wood. He could hardly see those who were crying his name, 
but all could see him. If there were a thousand guns in the 
woods, he was a target for them. He could distinguish 
nothing in the thicket but eager eyes fixed on him. 

He took off his hat, turned up the rim, broke a long, dry 
thorn from a furze-bush, drew a white cockade from his pocket, 
fastened the brim and the cockade back to the crown of the 
hat with the thorn, and putting the hat on his head again, so 
that the raised rim showed his forehead and his cockade, he 
said in a loud voice, speaking to the whole forest at once, — 

“JT am the man you are seeking. I am the Marquis de 
Lantenac, Viscount de Fontenay, Prince of Brittany, Lieu- 
tenant-general of the armies of the king. Make an end of 
it. Aim! Fire!” 

And opening his goat-skin vest, he exposed his bare breast. 

He dropped his eyes, looking for the pointed guns, and 
saw himself surrounded with men on their knees. 

A great cry arose: “Long live Lantenac! Long live mon- 
seigneur! Long live the general ! ” 

At the same time, hats were thrown in the air, swords flour- 
ished joyfully, and throughout the whole thicket sticks were 
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seen rising with brown woolen caps whirling on the end of 
them. 

It was a Vendean band, which surrounded him. This band 
fell on their knees when they saw him. 

A legend runs that in the old Thuringian forests there used 
to be strange beings, a race of giants, more and less than men, 
who were considered by the Romans as horrible beasts, and 
by the Germans as divine incarnations, and who, according 
to the occasion, ran the risk of being exterminated or wor- 
shipped. 

The marquis felt something the same as one of these 
beings must have done, when, expecting to be treated as a 
monster, he was straightway worshipped as a god. 

All these eyes, full of a terrible fire, were fixed on the mar- 
quis with a sort of savage love. 

This tumultuous crowd was armed with guns, swords, 
scythes, poles, sticks; all had large felt hats, or brown caps, 
with white cockades, a profusion of rosaries and amulets, wide 
breeches open at the knee, sheepskin jackets, leather gaiters, 
bare legs, long hair, and while some looked fierce, all had a 
frank expression in their faces. 

A young, handsome-looking man made his way through the 
kneeling soldiers, and with long strides went up towards the 
marquis. Like the peasants, this man wore a felt hat with 
turned-up rim and a white cockade, and a sheepskin jacket, 
but his hands were white and his linen fine, and he wore out- 
side his vest a scarf of white silk, from which hung a sword 
with a gold hilt. 

When he reached the hure, he threw down his hat, unfas- 
tened his scarf, knelt on one knee, presented scarf and sword 
to the marquis, and said, — 

“We were searching for you, and we have found you. 
Here is the sword of command. These men are now yours. 
I was their commander, I am promoted to a higher rank, I am 
your soldier. Accept our homage, monseigneur. Give your 
orders, general.” 
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Then he made a sign, and the men bearing the tricolored flag, 
came out of the woods. They climbed up to where the mar- 
quis stood, and laid down the flag at his feet. It was the 
flag that he had just caught a glimpse of through the trees. 

“General,” said the young man who had presented him 
with the sword and scarf, “this is the flag we have just taken 
from the Blues, who were at the farm of Herbe-en-Pail. 
Monseigneur, my name is Gavard. I belonged to the Mar- 
quis de la Rouaire.” 

“Very good,” said the marquis. 

And, calm and serious, he put on the scarf. Then he drew 
the sword, and waving it above his head, he said, — 

“Stand, and long live the king!” 

All rose to their feet. And through the depths of the wood 
sounded a wild, triumphant shout: “Long live the king! 
Long live our marquis! Long live Lantenac!” 

The marquis turned toward Gavard. 

“How many are you?” 

“Seven thousand.” 

As they were going down from the height, and while the 
peasants tore away the underbrush before the steps of the 
Marquis de Lantenac, Gavard continued, — 

“ Monseigneur, nothing could be more simple. Everything 
is explained by a word. The people were only waiting for a 
spark. The notice posted up by the republicans, in making 
known your presence, has roused the country to insurrection 
for the king. Besides, we had been secretly informed by the 
Mayor of Granville, who is one of our men, and the same 
‘ who saved the Abbé Ollivier. Last night they sounded the 
tocsin.”’ 

“ For whom ? ” 

“Tor you. 

“ Ah!” said the marquis. 

“ And here we are,” added Gavard. 

“ And there are seven thousand of you ? ” 

“To-day. To-morrow there will be fifteen thousand. It is 
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the contingent of the country. When Monsieur Henri de la 
Rochejaquelin set out to join the Catholic army, they sounded 
the tocsin, and in one night six parishes, Isernay, Corqueux, 
Echaubroignes, Aubiers, Saint-Aubin, and Nueil, raised ten 
thousand men for him. They had no ammunition, but they 
found sixty pounds of blasting-powder at a quarry-master’s, 
and Monsieur de la Rochejaquelin set out with that. We 
were quite sure that you would be somewhere in this forest, 
and we were searching for you.” 

“ And you attacked the Blues at the farm of Herbe-en- 
Pail??? 

“The wind had prevented their hearing the tocsin. They 
suspected nothing; the people of the hamlet, who are a set of 
louts, had received them well. This morning we invested the 
farm, the Blues were asleep, and by a turn of the hand the 
thing was done. I havea horse. Will you condescend to ac- 
cépt it, general ? ” 

PY es! 

A peasant led forward'a white horse in military harness. 
The marquis, without making use of the assistance Gavard 
offered him, mounted the horse. 

“Hurrah!” cried the peasants, for English cries are very 
much employed on the Breton coast, which has constant inter- 
course with the Channel Islands. 

Gavard gave the military salute, and asked, — 

“Where will your headquarters be, monseigneur ? ” 

“ At first in the forest of Fougeres.” 

“That is one of your seven forests, marquis.” 

“We must have a priest.” 

“We have une.” 

Who ?”? 

“The vicar of La Chapelle-Erbrée.” 

“JT know him. He has made the voyage to Jersey. 

A priest stepped out of the ranks and said,— 

“Three times.” 

The marquis turned his head. 
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“Good morning, vicar. You are going to have some busi- 
ness.” 

“So much the better, marquis.” 

“You will have many to confess. Those who wish it. We 
force nobody.” 

“Monsieur le Marquis,” said the priest, “Gaston, at Gué- 
menée forced the republicans to confession.” 

“He is a wig-maker,” said the marquis; “ but death should 
be tree.” 

Gavard, who had gone to give some orders, returned,— 

“General, I await your command.” 

“ At first the rendezvous will be in the forest of Fougeres. 
Let the men disperse and go there.” 

“The order is given.” 

“Didn’t you tell me that the people of Herbe-en-Pail had 
received the Blues well ?” 

“Yes, general.” 

“Did you burn the farm { 

66 Yes.”” 

“Did you burn the hamlet ? ” 

Ke NOx 

¢ Burn di.” 

“The Blues tried to defend themselves, but they were a 
hundred and fifty, and we were seven thousand. 

“Who are these Blues ?” 

“Santerre’s Blues.” 

“Who ordered the drums to beat while the king’s head was 
being cut off. So it is a Parisian battalion ? ” 

“A half battalion.” 

“ What is it called ? ” 

“General, ‘ Batallion of Bonnet-Rouge’ is on their flag.” 

“ Wild beasts.” 

“What is to be done with the wounded ?” 

“Put an end to them.” 

“What is to be done with ite prisoners ?” 

“Shoot them,” 
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“There are about eighty.” 
“Shoot them all.” 
“There are two women. 
“Shoot them also.” 
“There are three children.” 
“Bring them here. 
them.” 
And the marquis started off on his horse. 


We will see what can be done with ; 


CHAPTER VII. 


NO MERCY: THE WATCHWORD OF THE COMMUNE. NO QUAR- 
TER: THE WATCHWORD OF THE PRINCES. 

Wuite this was taking place near Tanis, the beggar was 
travelling toward Crollon. He penetrated the ravines, under 
vast hollow bowers, inattentive to everything, attentive to 
nothing, as he had said himself, dreaming rather than think- 
ing, for thoughts have an aim, but dreams have none, wander- 
ing, roving, stopping, eating here and there a bunch of wild 
sorrel, drinking from the springs, occasionally raising his head 
to catch distant sounds, then returning to the dazzling fascin- 
ation of nature, sunning his rags, perhaps hearing the noise of 
men but listening to the songs of the birds. 

He was old and slow; he could not go far; as he had said to 
the Marquis de Lantenac, a quarter of a league wearied him; 
he took a short cut toward la Croix-Avranchin, and it was even- 
ing when he returned. 

A little way beyond Macey, the path that he followed led 
over a sort of culminating point free from trees, from which 
one could see a long distance, and follow the whole horizon 
from the west to the sea. 

His attention was attracted by smoke. 

Nothing is more gentle than smoke, nothing more frightful. 
There is the smoke of peace, and the smoke of villany. 
Smoke, the density and color of smoke, it makes all the dif- 
ference between peace and war, between brotherhood and ha- 
tred, between hospitality and the grave, between life and death. 
Smoke rising through the trees may signify the most charm- 
ing thing in the world, the hearth; or the most terrible, a con- 
flagration; and all the happiness, as well as all the unhappi- 
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ness of man, is sometimes centred in the very thing scattered 
to the wind. 

The smoke that Tellmarch saw was alarming. 

It was black, with now and then a sudden gleam of redness, 
as if the coals from which it came were irregular and had 
begun to die out, and it rose above Herbe-en-Pail. 

Tellmarch hastened towards this smoke. He was very 
weary, but he was anxious to know what it was. He reached 
the top of a hill adjoining the hamlet and the farm. 

Neither hamlet nor farm was there. 

A heap of ruins was burning, and this was Herbe-en-Pail. 

It is a more impressive sight to see a hut burn than a palace. 
A hut on fire is lamentable. Devastation falling on misery, a 
vulture attacking an earthworm, there is a strange contrariety 
about it that oppresses the heart. 

According to the Bible story, the sight of a conflagration 
changes a human being to a statue; Tellmarch was for a mo- 
ment such a statue. The spectacle under his eyes made him 
immovable. This destruction was going on in silence. Nota 
ery arose; not a human sigh mingled with the smoke; this 
furnace was struggling to devour this village, and succeeding, 
without a sound save the snapping of the timbers and the 
crackling of the thatch. Occasionally, the smoke cleared 
away, the roofs fallen in, displayed the yawning rooms, the 
brazier showed its rubies, scarlet rags and poor old crimson- 
colored furniture appeared in these vermillion interiors, and 
Tellmarch was dazed with the viciousness of the disaster. 

Some trees belonging to a chestnut-grove next the houses 
had taken fire and were blazing up. 

He listened, trying to catch the sound of a voice, an appeal, 
a cry; nothing stirred except the flames ; all was silent except 
the fire. Had all of them fled?” 

Where was that group of people living and working at 
Herbe-en-Pail ? What had become of this little people ? 

Tellmarch came down from the hill. 

A funereal enigma confronted him. He approached it 
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slowly and with a steady gaze. He advanced toward this 
ruin with the slowness of a shadow; he felt like a phantom 
in this tomb. 

He reached what had been the door of the farmhouse; and 
he looked into the court, which now was without walls and 
was confounded with the hamlet grouped around it. 

What he had seen before was nothing. He had only seen 
the terrible as yet, — the horrible appeared to him now. 

In the middle of the court, there was a black heap, vaguely 
outlined on one side by flames, on the other by the moon; 
this heap was a pile of men; these men were dead. 

All around this heap there was a great pool, smoking a 
little ; the fire was reflected in this pool; but it had no need 
of fire to make it red; it was blood. 

Tellmarch approached it. He began to examine, one after 
another, these prostrate bodies ; all were corpses. 

The moon was shining; the fire too. 

These corpses were soldiers. All were barefooted; their 
shoes had been taken off; their weapons had been taken 
away, too; they still had on their uniforms, which were blue. 
Here and there, in the heap of limbs and heads, could be seen 
hats full of holes with tricolored cockades. They were repub- 
licans. They were the Parisians who, the day before, were 
there all alive, keeping garrison in the farm of Herbe-en-Pail. 
These men had been executed; this was proved by the sym- 
metrical position of the bodies; they had been struck down 
on the spot, and with care. They were all dead. Not a death- 
rattle sounded from the heap. 

Tellmarch passed the corpses in review without omitting a 
single one; all were riddled with bullets. 

Those who had shot them, probably in haste to go else- 
where, had not taken time to bury them. 

As he was going away, his eyes fell on a low wall in the 
courtyard, and he saw four feet protruding from behind the 
corner of this wall. 

These feet had shoes on; they were smaller than the 
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others; Tellmarch went towards them. ‘They were the feet 
of women. 

Two women were lying side by side behind the wall; they 
also had been shot. 

Tellmarch bent over them. One of these women wore a sort 
of uniform; beside her was a cask, broken and empty; she 
was avivandiere. She had four bullets in her head. She was 
dead. 

Tellmarch examined the other. She was a peasant woman. 
She was pallid and her mouth was open. Her eyes were 
closed. There was no wound on her head. Her clothing, 
which her wearisome wandering had doubtless torn to rags, 
had come open in her fall, and exposed her half-naked body. 
Tellmarch pushed them open still more, and saw a round 
wound made by a bullet in her shoulder; her collar-bone was 
broken. He looked at her livid breasts. 

“ A nursing mother,” he murmured. 

He touched her. She was not cold. 

She had no other injury than the broken collar-bone and the 
wound on her shoulder. 

He placed his hand on her heart and felt a feeble fluttering. 
She was not dead. 

Tellmarch rose to his feet and cried in a terrible voice : — 

“Ts there nobody here ?” 

“Tt is you, the caimand!” replied a voice, so low that he 
could hardly hear it. 

And at the same time a head appeared from a hole in the 
ruins. 

Then another face appeared in another place. 

They were two peasants, who were hiding; the only ones 
who had survived. 

The familiar voice of the caimand had reassured them, and 
brought them out of the nook where they were crouching. 

They came up to Tellmarch still all of a tremble. 

Telmarch could have screamed, but he was unable to speak ; 
such are deep emotions. 
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He pointed to the woman stretched out at his feet. 

“Tg she still alive?” said one of the peasants. 

Tellmarch nodded assent. 

“Ts the other woman alive?” asked the other peasant. 

Tellmarch shook his head. 

The peasant who appeared first added, — 

“All the others are dead, are they not? I sawit all. I 
was in my cellar. How one thanks God in times like these 
for not having a family! My house was burned. Lord Jesus! 
they have killed them all. This woman had children. Three 
children, all little things! The children cried: “ Mother!” 
The mother cried: “My children!” They killed the mother 
and carried away the children. I saw it all, my God! my 
God! my God! Those who massacred them all have gone. 
They were satisfied. They took away the lttle ones and 
killed the mother. But she is not dead, is she; she is not 
dead? Tell me, caimand, do you believe you can save her ? 
Do you want us to help you carry her to your carnichot ? ” 

Tellmarch nodded assent. 

The woods touched the farm. They quickly fashioned a 
litter out of leaves and brakes. They placed the woman, still 
motionless, on the litter and started to go through the thicket, 
the two peasants carrying the litter, one at her head, the other 
at her feet, while Tellmarch held the woman’s arm, and felt 
her pulse. 

As they went along, the two peasants talked, and, over the 
bleeding woman, whose pale face was lighted up by the moon, 
they gave utterance to exclamations of dismay. 

“All killed !” 

“Everything burned !” 

“Ah, Lord God! Is this the way it is going to be now ?” 

“Tt was that tall old man who wanted it done.” 

“Yes, he gave the orders.” 

“YT did not see him when they were shooting. Was he 
there ?” 

“No, he had gone. But it is all the same; it was all done 
by his order.” 
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“Then he was the one who did it all.” 

“He said: ‘Kill! Burn! No quarter!’” 

“He is a marquis.” 

“Yes, for he is our marquis.” 

“What do they call him?” 

“ He is Monsieur de Lantenac.” 

-Tellmarch raised his eyes towards heaven first, and muttered 
between his teeth, — 
_ “Tf T had known it!” 


AT PARIS, 


PART SECOND.—IN PARIS. 


BOOK FIRS f. 


CIMOURDAIN. 


CHAPTER I. 
THE STREETS OF PARIS AT THIS PERIOD. 


Tue people lived in public, they ate from tables spread in 
front of their doors, the women sat on church steps making 
lint and singing the Marseillaise; Pare Monceaux and the 
Luxembourg gardens were parade grounds; there were smith’s 
shops in full blast at ‘every crossing; they made guns under 
the eyes of the passers-by, who applauded them; this was 
the word in everybody’s mouth: “ Patience, we are in the 
midst of revolution.” The people smiled heroically. They 
went to the play as they did in Athens during the Pelopone- 
sian War; there were notices posted at the corners of the 
streets: “The Siege of Thionville.” “The Mother of a 
Family Rescued from the Flames.” 


“The Club of Sans Souci.” 
119 
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“The Oldest of the Popes Joan.” 

“The Philosopher-Soldiers.” 

“The Art of Loving in the Village.” 

The Germans were at the gates; it was rumored that the 
king of Prussia had engaged boxes at the opera. Everything 
was frightful and nobody was frightened. ‘The mysterious 
law against the suspected, Merlin de Douai’s crime, made the 
guillotine threaten the heads of all. A denounced lawyer, 
named Séran, sat by his window, in dressing-gown and slip. 
pers and played the flute while waiting to be arrested. 

Nobody seemed to have time enough. Everybody was in 
haste. Not a hat without a cockade. The women said: The 
red cap is becoming to us. Paris seemed to be full of remov- 
als. The bric-a-brac shops were encumbered with crowns, 
mitres, sceptres of gilded wood and decorated with fleurs-de- 
lis, the relics of royal houses: the destruction of the mon- 
archy was in progress. In old-clothes shops there were copes 
and rochets to be had for the asking. At the Porcherons’ 
and at Ramponneauw’s, men decked out in surphces and stoles, 
mounted on asses, caparisoned with chasubles, had wine from 
the public-house poured into cathedral ciboria. In Rue Saint- 
Jacques, barefooted street-pavers stopped a pedler’s cart with 
boots and shoes to sell, clubbed together, and bought fifteen 
pairs of shoes to send to the convention for our soldiers. 

Busts of Franklin, Rousseau, Brutus, and it must be added, 
of Marat, were everywhere; underneath one of these busts of 
Marat, in Rue Cloche-Perce, was hung up under glass, in a 
black wooden frame, a speech against’ Malouet, with testi- 
mony in support of it and these two lines on the margin: 

“These details were given me by Sylvain Bailly’s mistress, 
a good patriot who was kindly disposed toward me. Signed: 
Marat.” 

In the Place du Palais Royal, the inscription on the foun- 
tain: Quantos effundit in usus! was covered over with two 
great pictures painted in distemper, one representing Cahier 
de Gerville denouncing the rallying cry of the “Chiffonistes ” 


et 
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of Arles to the National Assembly; the other, Louis XVL., 
brought back from Varennes in his royal coach, and under 
this coach a plank fastened by ropes, on each end of which 
was a grenadier with fixed bayonet. 

Few large shops were open; haberdashers’ and toy shops on 
wheels were dragged about by women, and were lighted with 
candles, the tallow dripping over the goods; stalls in the 
open air were kept by ex-nuns in blond wigs; one stocking- 
mender, darning stockings in a stall, was a countess: another 
seamstress was a marchioness: Madame de Boufflers lived in 
a garret from which she could see her own mansion. Street 
criers went about, offering newspapers. Those who wore 
cravats hiding their chins were called “ écrouelleux,’’ — scrofu- 
lous. Strolling singers swarmed. The crowd hooted Pitou, 
the royalist song-writer, formerly so popular, because he 
had been imprisoned twenty-two times, and was brought 
before the revolutionary tribunal for having slapped his hind- 
quarters in pronouncing the word civisme; seeing that his 
head was in danger, he exclaimed: “But it is the opposite of 
my head, which is guilty!” this made the judges iaugh, and 
saved him. This same Pitou made fun of the fashion for 
Greek and Latin names; his favorite song was about a cob- 
bler named “Cujus,” and whose wife he called “Cujusdam.” 

They made revolutionary songs and dances ; they no longer 
said gentleman and lady, but citizen and citizeness. They 
danced in ruined cloisters, with church lamps on the altar, 
with two sticks crossed and bearing four candles under the 
arched roof, and tombs beneath their feet. 

They wore blue tyrant jackets. They had “liberty cap” 
shirt pins made of red, white, and blue stones. Rue Riche- 
lieu was called the Street of the Law; the Faubourg Saint- 
Antoine, was called the Faubourg of Glory; there was a 
statue of Nature in the Place de la Bastille. 

Certain well-known characters were pointed out: Chatelet, 
Didier, Nicolas, and Garnier-Delaunay, who stood guard at 
Duplay, the carpenter’s door; Voullaut, who never missed a 
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guillotine day, and followed the wagons carrying the con- 
demned, and who called it, “going to the red mass”; Mont- 
flabert, a revolutionary juror, and a marquis, who called him- 
self “Dix-Aott” (tenth of August). 

People watched the pupils of the Military School as they 
passed by; they were termed by the decree of the Conven- 
tion “aspirants to the School of Mars,” and by the people, 
“ Robespierre’s pages.” 

The people read the proclamations of Fréron, denouncing 
those suspected of the crime of “negotiantism.” Young swells 
collected at the door of the mayoralty, to scoff at civil mar- 
riages, placing themselves in the way of the bride and bride- 
groom and saying: “married civilly.” At the Invalides the 
statues of saints and kings had on Phrygian caps They 
played cards on the curbstones at the crossings; playing- 
cards, too, were in a state of revolution; kings were replaced 
by genil; queens, by the Goddess of Liberty; knaves, by 
Equality personified; and aces, by characters representing 
Law. 

They tilled the public gardens; they ploughed up the gar- 
dens of the Tuileries. With all this, especially among the 
conquered parties, was mingled a strange, haughty weariness 
of life; a man wrote to Fouquier-Tinville, — 

“Have the kindness to release me from life. Here is my 
address.” Champcenetz was arrested for having cried out in 
full sight of the Palais-Royal: “When will the revolution of 
Turkey be? I want to see the republic & la Porte.” 

Newspapers were everywhere. Wig-makers’ curled women’s 
wigs in public, while the master read the Moniteur aloud; 
others, surrounded by a crowd, made comments, with vehement 
gesticulations, on the journal Hntendons-nous, belonging to 
Dubois-Crancé, or the Trompéte du Pere Belle-rose. Some- 
times, barbers were also pork-butchers; and hams and chitter- 
lings might be seen hanging beside a dummy with golden hair; 
Merchants sold wines of the emigrés on the public streets ; 
one merchant proclaimed wines of fifty-two sorts; others sold 
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second-hand harp-shaped clocks, and duchess sofas; one wig- 
maker had this for a sign: “I shave the clergy, comb the hair 
of the nobility, accommodate the Third Estate.” 

People went to have their fortunes told by Martin, number 
173 Rue d’Anjou, formerly Rue Dauphine. There was lack 
of bread, there was lack of coal, there was lack of 
soap; numbers of milch cows might be seen passing along as 
they came from the provinces. At la Vallée, lamb sold for 
fifteen francs a pound. An order of the Commune assigned a 
pound of meat to each person every ten days. The people 
formed in line in front of the shops; one of these lines has 
become famous; it reached from the door of a grocer’s shop in 
Rue du Petit-Carreau to the middle of Rue Montorgueil. 
Forming the line, was called “holding the cord” on account 
of a long rope which those in file held in their hands one 
behind another. The women were brave and sweet in their 
misery. They spent whole nights awaiting their turn to enter 
the baker’s shops. Expedients were used with success during 
the revolution; this universal distress was alleviated by two 
perilous means, the assignat and the maximum; the assignat 
was the lever, the maximum the fulcrum. This empiricism 
was the saving of France. The enemy, both in Coblentz and 
in London, gambled in assignats. 

Girls went about selling lavender water, garters, and braids 
of hair, and dabbling in stocks. On the Perron, in Rue Vivi- 
enne, there were stockbrokers with dirty shoes, greasy hair, 
and fur capes trimmed with fox tails, and magolets from Rue 
de Valois, in polished boots, toothpicks in their mouths, 
shaggy hats on their heads, to whom the girls spoke familiarly. 
The people went in pursuit of them as they did of the thieves, 
whom the royalists called “active citizens.” Beyond this, 
there was very little theft. Cruel destitution, stoical integ- 
rity. The barefooted and the starving, with eyes solemnly 
cast down, passed by the windows of the jewelry shops in the 
Palais-Kgalité. While the Section Antoine was searching the 
house of Beaumarchais, a woman picked a flower in the 
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garden; the people boxed her ears. Wood cost four hundred 
francs in silver, a cord; people could be seen in the streets 
sawing up their beds for wood; in winter-time, the fountains 
were frozen: two pails of water cost twenty sous; every- 
body turned water-carrier. A Louis d’or was worth three 
thousand, nine hundred and fifty francs. A ride in a hackney- 
coach cost six hundred frances. After using a hackney-coach 
for a day this conversation was overheard : — 

“Coachman, how much do I owe you?” 

“Six thousand franes.” 

A greengrocer woman made twenty thousand francs a day. 
A beggar said: “For the sake of charity, assist me! I need 
two hundred and thirty livres to pay for my shoes.” 

At the entrance to the bridges might be seen colossal figures 
sculptured and painted by David, which Mercier insulted by 
calling them: “ Enormous wooden puppets.” These enormous 
figures represented Federalism and Coalition overthrown, 
No faltering among this people. The gloomy joy of having 
made an end of thrones. Volunteers abounded, exposing their 
breasts: Each street had its battalion. The flags of the dis- 
tricts came and went, each with its own device. On the flag 
of the district of the Capucins was this inscription: “ Nobody 
shall shave us.” On another: “No more nobility except, in 
the heart.” On every wall there were placards large, small, 
white, yellow, green, red, printed, and written, with this excla- 
mation: “Long live the Republic!” The little children 
lisped: “ Qa ira!” 

These little children were to be the great future. 

Later on, the tragic city was succeeded by the cynical city ; 
the streets of Paris had two very distinct aspects during the 
revolution, before and after the ninth Thermidor ;* the Paris 
of Saint-Just gave place to the Paris of Tallien; and, these 
are the continual antitheses of God; immediately after Sinai, 
la Courtille appeared. 

An outburst of public madness now appeared. It was a 

+ * July 28, 1793. 


THE STREETS OF PARIS AT THIS PERIOD. 125 


repetition of what had been seen eighty years before. The 
people left Louis XIV. as they left Robespierre, with a great 
need for breath; hence the Regency which opens the century 
and the directory with which it closes. Two saturnalia after 
two reigns of terror. France fled from the puritan cloister as 
from the monarchical cloister, with the joyfulness of an es- 
caped nation. 

After the ninth Thermidor, Paris was gay, insanely gay. 
An unhealthy joy burst forth. The frenzy of dying was suc- 
ceeded by the frenzy of living, and grandeur outdid itself. 
They had a Trimalcion, called “Grimod de la Regniére” ; they 
had the “ Almanach des Gourmands.” They dined to the 
sound of trumpets in the entresols of the Palais Royal, with 
orchestras of women beating the drum and sounding the trum- 
pet. 

The “ rigodooner” reigned, bow in hand; they took supper 
“in oriental fashion” at Méot’s house, surrounded with per- 
fumes. The artist Boze, painted his daughters, charming, 
innocent girls of sixteen years, “en guillotines,” that is to say 
in low-necked dresses with red underwaists. 

The boisterous dances in the ruined churches were followed 
by the balls of Ruggieri, of Luquet Wenzel, of Mauduit, of la 
Montansier; serious women making lint, were followed by 
sultanas, savages, nymphs; barefooted soldiers covered with 
blood, mud, and dust, were followed by barefooted women 
decorated with diamonds; dishonesty appeared simultaneously 
with immodesty; it had its purveyors in the upper classes, 
and associations of thieves in the lower classes ; a swarm of 
pickpockets filled Paris, and everybody was obliged to keep 
watch over his “luce,” that was his pocketbook ; it was one of 
the pastimes to go to the Place-du-Palais-de-Justice to see 
the women thieves on the stool; they were obliged to fasten 
their petticoats securely. 

As people came from the theatres, street-boys offered cabs, 
saying: “citizen and citizeness there is room for two; they 
no longer cried “ The old Franciscan ” and the “ Friend of the 
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People,” but in their places “Punch’s Letter” and “The 
Rogues’ Petition;” the Marquis de Sade presided over the 
Section des Piques, in Place Vendome. 

The reaction was jocund and ferocious; the “ Dragons of 
Liberty ” of ’92 came to life again under the name of “Cheva- 
liers of the Dagger.” At the same time, there appeared in 
the booths the type, Jocrisse. They had “The Wonder,” and 
besides these marvellous women the “Inconceivables,” they 
swore by the “paole victimé,’ and the “paole verte”; they 
retrograded from Mirabeau to Bobeche. 

Thus Paris sways to and fro; it is the enormous pendulum 
of civilization; it touches alternately one pole and then the 
other, Thermopyle and Gomorrha. After ’93, the, Revolution 
passed through a singular occultation, the century seemed to 
forget to finish what it had begun, some strange orgy was 
interposed, took the foreground, pushed the frightful apoca- 
lypse into the background, veiled the inordinate vision, and 
burst into a laugh after the fright; tragedy disappeared in 
parody, and on the edge of the horizon, carnival smoke myste- 
riously effaced Medusa. 

But in 793, where we now are, the streets of Paris still had 
all the grandiose and wild appearance of the beginning. They 
had their orators; there was Varlet, who went about in a 
booth on wheels, from the top of which he harangued to the 
passers-by ; they had their heroes, one of which was called 
“the captain of the iron-tipped sticks.” They had their 
favorites — Guffroy, author of the pamphlet “ Rougiff.” * 
Some of these popular favorites were mischievous; others 
were healthful. One among them all was honest and fatal ; 
he was Cimourdain. 


* Le Rougiff or Rougyff ceased to appear, May 24, 1794. 


CHAPTER. II. 
CIMOURDAIN. 


CIMOURDAIN was a pure-minded but gloomy man. He had 
“the absolute” within him. He had been a priest, which is a 
solemn thing. Man may have, like the sky, a dark and im- 
penetrable serenity ; that something should have caused night 
to fall in his soul is all that is required. Priesthood had 
been the cause of night within Cimourdain. Once a priest, 
always a priest. 

Whatever causes night in our souls may leave stars. Ci- 
mourdain was full of virtues and truths, but they shine out of 
a dark background. 

His history was quickly told. He had been a village priest 
and a tutor in a great family; then a little inheritance fell to 
him, and he became free. 

He was, above all, an obstinate man. He made use of medi- 
tation as one does of pincers, he believed that he had no right 
to leave an idea till he had thought it out to the end; he 
thought desperately. He knew all the languages of Europe 
and others somewhat; this man studied ceaselessly, which 
helped him to keep his chastity, but there is nothing more 
dangerous than such repression. 

As a priest he had, through pride, chance, or loftiness of 
soul, kept his vows; but he had not been able to keep his 
belief. Science had destroyed his faith ; dogma had vanished 
in him. Then examining himself, he had felt as though he 
were mutilated, and being unable to change himself as a priest, 
he tried to make himself over as a man, but in an austere 
fashion; he had been deprived of a family, he adopted his 
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country ; he had been refused a wife, he espoused humanity. 
Such vast repletion is at bottom emptiness. 

His parents, peasants, in making a priest of him, had wished 
to remove him from the people; he had come back to the 
people. 

And he had returned with passionate fondness. He re- 
garded their suffering with a fierce tenderness. First a priest, 
then philosopher, and lastly, athlete. Louis XV. was still 
alive when Cimourdain began to feel dimly that he was a 
republican. Of what republic? ‘The republic of Plato, per- 
haps, and perhaps also of the republic of Draco. 

It was forbidden him to love, he began to hate. He hated 
lies, monarchy, theocracy, his priestly robes; he hated the 
present, and he called aloud to the future; he foresaw it, he 
anticipated it, he imagined it frightful and magnificent; he 
knew, that for the liberation of this lamentable human misery, 
something like an avenger, who would be at the same time a 
liberator, was needed. He worshipped the catastrophe from 
afar. 

In 1789, this catastrophe came, and found him ready. Ci- 
mourdain threw himself into this vast plan of human renova- 
tion, logically, that means for a mind of his stamp inexorably ; 
logic is pitiless. He had lived during the great years of the 
Revolution, and had been thrilled by all its commotions: in 
’89 the fall of the Bastille, the end of torture for the people; 
in 790, the ninteenth of June, the end of feudalism; in ’91 
Varennes, the end of royalty; in ’92 the coming of the Re- 
public. He had seen the sunrise of the Revolution; he was 
not aman to be afraid of this giantess; far from that, this 
growth on every side had given him new life; and although 
almost an old man, — he was fifty years old, and a priest ages 
sooner than other men, —he began to grow too. From year 
to year, he had watched events as they increased in size, and 
he had grown like them. At first, he had feared that the 
Rovolution would miscarry, he watched it, it was in the right, 
he insisted that it would sueceed; and in proportion to its 
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frightfulness his confidence increased. He wished that this 
Minerva, crowned with the stars of the future, might be also 
a Pallas, with Medusa’s head for a buckler. He wished that 
her divine eye might be able in time of need to cast an infer- 
nal glare at the demons and pay them back terror for terror. 

Thus he had come to 793. 

“Ninety-three” was the war of Europe against France, and 
of France against Paris. And what was the Revolution? It 
was the victory of France over Europe, and of Paris over 
France. Hence the immensity of that terrible moment, 93, 
greater than all the rest of the century. 

Nothing could be more tragic than Europe attacking France, 
and France attacking Paris. A drama with epic proportions. 

“ Ninety-three” was a year of intensity. The storm was 
raging then in all its fury and all its grandeur. Cimourdain 
felt at ease in it. This life of bewilderment, savage and 
splendid, suited his spread of wings. This man, like the 
sea-eagle, possessed a deep, internal composure, together 
with a taste for external danger. Certain winged creat- 
ures, ferocious and calm, are made to struggle against mighty 
winds. Souls of the tempest, like these, exist. 

He was capable of exceptional pity, which he reserved alone 
for the wretched. To the kind of suffering which causes hor- 
ror, he was ready to devote his hfe. Nothing was loathsome 
to him. In this consisted his characteristic kindness. He 
was hideously and divinely helpful. He sought for ulcers 
that he might kiss them. Fine actions, ugly in appearance, 
are the most difficult to perform; these he preferred. One 
day, at the Hotel-Dieu, a man was dying, choked by a tumor 
in his throat, a horrible, fetid abscess, possibly contagious, 
and which had to be emptied at once. Cimourdain was there. 
He applied his mouth to the tumor, sucked it, spitting out as 
his mouth filled, emptied the abscess, and saved the man’s 
life. As he was still wearing the priest’s robes at this time, 
some one said, — 

“Tf you should do that for the king, you would be made a 


bishop,” 
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“T would not do it for the king!” replied Cimourdain. 

This action and this reply made him popular in the dismal 
quarters of Paris. 

So much so that he could do what he pleased with those 
who suffered, those who wept, and those who threatened. At 
the time of the indignation against the monopolists, — an 
indignation so prolific in error, —it was Cimourdain who, 
without a word, prevented the plundering of a vessel laden 
with soap at the Saint-Nicholas quay, and scattered the infu- 
riated mob who were stopping the carriages at the barrier of 
Saint-Lazare. ; 

It was he who, ten days after the tenth of August, led the 
people to overthrow the statues of the kings. In their fall, 
they killed; in Place Vendéme, a woman, Reine Violet, was 
crushed by Louis XIV., around whose neck she had put a rope 
that she was pulling. This statue of Louis XIV. had been 
standing a hundred years; it was erected the twelfth of 
August, 1692; it was pulled down the twelfth of August, 
1792. In the Place de la Concorde, a man named Guinguerlot, 
was beaten to death on the pedestal of Louis XV. for having 
called the demolishers rascals. The statue was broken to 
pieces. Later, they made it into sous. One arm alone 
escaped; it was Louis XV.’s right arm that he extended 
with the gesture of a Roman emperor. It was at Cimour- 
dain’s request that the people sent a deputation to carry this 
arm to Latude, the man who had been buried thirty-seven 
years in the Bastille. When Latude, with the iron collar 
about his neck, and chains about his loins, lay rotting alive 
in the bottom of this prison, by order of the king whose 
statue dominated Paris, who could have told him that this 
prison would fall? that this statue would fall? that he 
would escape from the tomb, and that the monarchy would 
enter in? that he, the prisoner, would be master of this bronze 
hand which had signed his warrant? and that nothing would 
be left of this king of mud but this brazen arm ? 

Cimourdain was one of those men who haye a voice within 
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them, and who listen to it. Such men seem absent-minded ; 
they are not; they are all attention. 

Cimourdain knew everything and nothing. He knew every- 
thing about science, and nothing at all about life. Hence his 
inflexibility. His eyes were bandaged like Homer’s Themis. 
He had the blind certainty of the arrow, which sees only the 
mark and flies to it. In a revolution, nothing is more terrible 
than a straight line. Cimourdain went straight ahead, as sure 
as fate. 

Cimourdain believed that, in social geneses, the extreme 
point is the solid earth; an error peculiar to minds which 
replace reason with logic. He went beyond the Convention 
he went beyond the Commune ; he belonged to the Evéché. 

This convention, called the Byéché because it holds its 
meetings in a hall of the old Episcopal palace, was rather a 
complication of men than an assembly. There, as atthe 
Commune, were seen silent and significant spectators who, as 
Garat said, had as many pistols about them as pockets. The 
Evéché was a strange mixture, —a mixture both cosmopolitan 
and Parisian, which is not a contradiction, for Paris is the 
place where the heart of nations beats. There was the great 
plebeian incandescence. Compared to the Evéché, the Conven- 
tion was cold, and the Commune lukewarm. The Evéché was 
one of those revolutionary formations, like volanic formations. 
The Byéché was made up of everything: ignorance, stupidity, 
integrity, heroism, anger, and the police. Brunswick had 
agents in it. There were men in it worthy of Sparta, and 
men worthy of the galleys. Most of them were mad but 
honest. La Gironde, through the mouth of Isnard, tempo- 
rary president of the Convention, had uttered this monstrous 
prediction, — 

“Be on your guard, Parisians. There will not be left one 
stone on another of your city, and people will one day search 
for the place where Paris stood.” 

This speech created the Evéché. There were men, and, 
as we have just said, men of all nations, who had felt the 
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need of gathering close about Paris. Cimourdain joined this 
group. 

This group reacted against reaction. It was born of that 
public need of violence, which is the terrible and mysterious 
side of revolutions. Strong in this force, the Evéché began 
its work immediately. In the commotion of Paris, the Com- 
mune made use of the cannon, the fyéché sounded the 
toesin. 

Cimourdain believed, in his implacable ingenuousness, that 
everything is right in the service of truth; this fitted him for 
ruling the extreme parties. Rascals felt that he was honest, 
and were satisfied. Crimes are flattered to be presided over 
by a virtue. It both restrains them and pleases them. Pal- 
loy, the architect, who planned the destruction of the Bastille 
and sold the stones to his own profit, and who, when ap- 
pointed to whitewash Louis XVI’s dungeon, in his zeal cov- 
ered the wall with bars, chains and iron collars; Gonchon, 
the suspected orator of the faubourg Saint-Antoine, whose 
receipts were afterwards found; Fournier, the American, who, 
on the seventeeenth of July, fired a pistol at Lafayette, which 
it was said Lafayette had paid for; Henriot, who came out of 
Bicétre, and had been valet, mountebank, thief and spy before 
he was a general, and levelled his guns at the Convention; 
La Reynie, formerly grand vicar of Chartres, who had re- 
placed his breviary with Pére Duchesne; all these men 
respected Cimourdain, and at times, all that was necessary 
to keep the worst of them from flinching, was to let them 
feel this terrible, convincing frankness before them in judg- 
ment. 

In this way, Saint-Just terrified Schneider. 

At the same time, the majority of the Byéché, composed 
largely of poor, violent men, who were good, believed in 
Cimourdain and followed him. He had as vicar, or aide-de- 
camp, as one pleases, another republican priest, Danjou, 
whom the people loved because he was so tall, and they had 
christened him the Abbé Six-Pieds, or Six-Feet. Cimourdain 
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had led that intrepid chief, called Général la Pique, wherever 
he pleased, and also that bold Truchon, called the Grand- 
Nicholas, who tried to save Madame de Lamballe’s life, by 
giving her his arm, and making her jump over the corpses ; 
which would have been successful had it not been for the 
barber Charlot’s cruel jestings. 

The Commune watched the Convention, the Bvéché watched 
the Commune; Cimourdain, a just mind, and loathing in- 
trigue, had broken many a mysterious thread in the hands 
of Pache, whom Beurnonville called the “man in black.” 
Cimourdain, at the Bvéché, was on an equality with every- 
body. He was consulted by Dobsent and Momoro. He 
spoke Spanish to Gusman, Italian to Pio, English to Arthur, 
Flemish to Pereyra, German to the Austrian Proly, bastard 
son of a prince. He created an understanding between these 
discordant elements. Hence his situation was obscure but 
strong. Hébert feared him. 

Cimourdain had, at this time, and among these tragic 
groups, the power of the fates. He was a spotless man who 
thought himself infallible. Nobody had ever seen him shed a 
tear. Unapproachable, icy virtue. He was the frightfully 
just man. 

There was no half way for a priest in revolution. A priest 
could only give himself up to this prodigious and atrocious 
chance, from the lowest or the highest motives; he must be 
infamous or sublime. Cimourdain was sublime, but sublime 
in isolation, in inaccessibility, in inhospitable gloom; sublime 
when surrounded by precipices. The lofty mountains have 
such forbidding virginity. 

Cimourdain had the appearance of an ordinary man, dressed 
in common clothes, poor in aspect. When young, he had 
been tonsured; when old, he was bald. The little hair he 
had was gray. His forehead was broad, and on this forehead 
there was a sign for a close observer. Cimourdain had an 
abrupt, impassioned, and solemn way of speaking; his voice, 
stern, his tone peremptory; his mouth sad and bitter; his 
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eye clear and penetrating, and over all his face there was a 
strange look of scorn. 
Such was Cimourdain. d 
No one to-day knows his name. History has more than 
one such terrible Unknown. 
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CHAPTER III. 
A HEEL NOT DIPPED IN THE STYX. 


Was such a man really aman? Could the servant of the 
human race have any affection? Had he not too much soul 
to have any heart ? This world-wide embrace, which took in 
all and everything, could it reserve itself for any one person ? 
Could Cimourdain love ? Let us answer, Yes. 

When he was young and a tutor in an almost princely man- 
sion, he had one pupil, the son and heir of the family, and 
he loved him. It is so easy to love a child. What can one 
not forgive a child? One can pardon him for being a seig- 
neur, a prince, a king. The innocence of his tender years 
makes one forget the crimes of his race; the feebleness of the 
creature make one forget the exaggeration of rank. He is 
so small that one pardons him for being great. The slave 
pardons him for being the master. The old negro worships 
the little white boy. 

Cimourdain had conceived a passion for his pupil. Child- 
hood is so ineffable that one can pour out all one’s affection on 
it. All the power of loving in Cimourdain had, so to speak, 
fallen on this child; this sweet, innocent being had become a 
sort of prey to this heart condemned to solitude. He loved 
him with all the tenderness at once of father, brother, friend 
and creator. He was his son, the son not of his flesh, but of 
his spirit. He was not his father, and this was not his work ; 
but he was the master, and this was his masterpiece. Of this 
little lord he had made a man. Who knows? a great man, 
perhaps. For such are dreams. Unknown to the family, — 
does one need permission to create an intelligence, a will, an 
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integrity ? —he had communicated to the young viscount, his 
pupil, all the progress that he had in himself, he had inoc- 
ulated him with the dreadful virus of his virtue; he had 
infused into his veins his convictions, his conscience, his 
ideals; into this aristocratic brain he had poured the soul of 
the people. 

The mind suckles, intelligence is a breast. There is an 
analogy between the nurse giving her milk, and the teacher 
giving his thought. Sometimes the teacher is more the father 
than the father himself, just as the nurse is more the mother 
than the mother herself. 

This deep spiritual paternity bound Cimourdain closely to 
his pupil. The mere sight of this child touched him. 

Let us add this: it was easy to replace the father, for the 
child had no father; he was an orphan; his father was dead, 
his mother was dead ; he had no one to watch over him but a 
blind grandmother, and a great uncle who was away. The 
grandmother died; the great uncle, the head of the family, a 
soldier and possessed of great estates, appointed to offices at 
court, avoided the old family castle, lived at Versailles, went 
to the army, and left the orphan alone in the solitary towers. 
So the tutor was master in every sense of the word. 

Let us add this, beside; Cimourdain had seen the child 
who had been his pupil, born. The orphan child when very 
small had had a serious illness ; Cimourdain, at this time of 
danger, had watched over him day and night; the physician 
attends the patient, the nurse saves his life, and Cimourdain 
had saved the child. His pupil owed to him not only his 
education, his instruction, his knowledge, but he owed to him 
his recovery, and health; his pupil not only owed to him his 
thoughts, but he owed to him his life. We adore those who 
owe everything to us. Cimourdain adored this child. 

The natural separation of their lives came about. When 
his education was completed, Cimourdain was obliged to leave 
the child, grown to a young man. With what cold and uncon- 
scionable cruelty those separations are made! How calmly 
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families dismiss the teacher who has left his thought in a 
child, a nurse who leaves in it her love. Cimourdain, paid and 
sent away, left high hfe, and went back to the lower ranks of 
society; the partition between the great and the lowly was 
closed again; the young lord, an officer of birth and instantly 
made captain, set out for a garrison somewhere; the humble 
tutor already in the bottom of his heart an unsubmissive 
priest, hastened to go down again to that dark ground-floor of 
the church, called the lower clergy, and Cimourdain lost sight 
of his pupil. 

The revolution had come; the memory of this being, of 
whom he had made a man. continued to smoulder in hin, hid- 
den but not extinguished by the immensity of public matters. 

To model a statue and give it life is anoble work ; to model 
an intelligence and give it truth, is still nobler. Cimourdain 
was the Pygmalion of a soul. 

A mind can have a child. 

This pupil, this child, this orphan, was the only being on 
earth that he loved. 

But, even in such an affection, was such a man vulnerable ? 

We shall see. 
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THE PUBLIC HOUSE OF RUE DU PAON. 


: CHAPTER I. 
MINOS, HACUS, AND RHADAMANTHUS. 


In Rue du Paon there was a public house, called a café. 
This café had a back room, which is now historical. It was 
there that men, so powerful and so closely watched that they 
hesitated to speak to one another in public, occasionally met 
almost secretly. It was there, on the twenty-third of October, 
1792, that the famous kiss was exchanged between la Mon- 
tague and la Gironde. Although he does not admit it in his 
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that gloomy night, when he stopped his carriage on the Port- 
Royal, to listen to the tocsin, after he had put Claviere in a 
place of safety in Rue de Beaune, 

On the twenty-cighth of June, 1793, three men were gathered 
around a table in this back room. ‘Their chairs did not touch ; 
they were seated on different sides of the table, leaving the 
fourth vacant. It was about eight o’clock in the evening; it 
was still light in the street, but dark in the back room, and a 
hanging lamp, then a luxury, lighted the table. 

The first of these three men was pale, young, solemn, with 
thin lips, and a cold face. He had a nervous twitching in his 
cheek, which must have hindered him from smiling. He was 
powdered and gloved, there was not a wrinkle in his light 
blue coat, well brushed and buttoned up. He wore nankeen 
breeches, white stockings, a high cravat, a plaited shirt frill, 
shoes with silver buckles. 

The two other men were one, a sort of giant, the other a 
sort of dwarf. The tall man was carelessly dressed in a loose 
coat of scarlet cloth, his neck bare in a necktie unfastened 
and falling below his shirt frill, his vest open for lack of but- 
tons; he wore top-boots; his hair was in disorder, though it 
showed traces of having been dressed, and there was horse- 
hair in his wig. His face was pitted with smallpox, he had 
an angry frown between his eyelids, a kindly pucker in the 
corners of his mouth, thick lips, large teeth, a porter’s hand, 
flashing eyes. The small man was yellow, and looked de- 
formed when he was seated; he carried his head thrown back, 
his eyes were bloodshot, there were livid spots on his face; 
he wore a handkerchief tied over his smooth, greasy hair; he 
had no forehead, and a terrible, enormous mouth. He wore 
long pantaloons, slippers, a waistcoat which seemed to have 
been white satin once, and over this waistcoat, a loose 
jacket, in the folds of which a hard straight line betrayed a 
dagger. 

The first of these men was called Robespierre; the second, 
Danton ; the third, Marat. 
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They were alone in this room. In front of Danton stood a 
glass and a wine-bottle covered with dust, suggesting Luther’s 
beer-glass; in front of Marat, a cup of coffee; in front of 
Robespierre, papers. 

Near the papers was seen one of those heavy leaden ink- 
stands, round and ridged, which will be remembered by those 
who were schoolboys in the beginning of this century. A. 
pen was thrown down beside the inkstand. On the papers 
was placed a large copper seal bearing the words, “ Palloy 
fecit,”” and which formed an exact miniature model of the 
Bastille. 

A map of France was spread out in the centre of the table. 

Outside the door was stationed Marat’s watch dog, that Lau- 
rent Basse, porter at number 18 Rue des Cordeliers, who, the 
thirteenth of July, or about two weeks after this twenty-eighth 
of June, was to strike the head of a woman named Charlotte 
Corday, with a chair; she was at this time in Caen, dreaming 
vague dreams. Laurent Basse was the printer’s devil of the 
Ami du Peuple. This evening he had been brought by his 
master to the café in Rue du Paon, and ordered to keep the 
room closed where Marat, Danton, and Robespierre were, and 
not to let anybody enter unless it were some one from the 
Committee of Public Safety, from the Commune, or the 
Evéché. 

Robespierre did not wish to close the door against Saint- 
Just, Danton did not wish to close it against Pache, Marat did 
not wish to close it against Gusman. 

The conference had already lasted a long time. Its subject 
was the pile of papers on the table which Robespierre had 
been reading. The voices began to grow higher. Something 
like anger was brewing between these three men. Outside, 
loud words were occasionally heard from within. At this 
period the custom of public tribunals seemed to have created 
the right to listen. It was the time when Fabricius Paris, the 
copying clerk looked through the key-hole to see what the 
Committee of Public Safety was doing. Which, by the way, 
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- was not in vain, for it was Paris who warned Danton the night’ 
of the thirtieth of March, 1794. Laurent Basse had put his — 
ear to the door of the back room where Danton, Marat, and. 
Robespierre were. Laurent Basse served Marat, but he 
belonged to the Evéché. a 


CHAPTER II. 
MAGNA TESTANTUR VOCE PER UMBRAS. 


Danton had just arisen, quickly pushing back his chair. 

“Listen,” he cried. “There is only one urgency, the Re- 
public in danger. I know but one thing, that is to deliver 
France from the enemy. For that all means are good. All! 
All! All! When I am dealing with every danger, I have 
recourse to every expedient, and when I fear everything, I 
risk everything. My thought is a lioness. No_ half-way 
measures, no prudery in revolution. Nemesis is not a prude. 
Let us be frightful and useful. Does the elephant look where 
he puts his foot? Let us crush the enemy.” 

Robespierre replied gently, — 

“T am willing,” and he added, “The question is to know 
where the enemy is.” 

“Tt is outside, and I have driven it there,” said Danton. 

“Tt is within, and I am watching it,” said Robespierre. 

“ And I will drive it out again,” replied Danton. 

“ You cannot drive away an internal enemy.” 

“What can be done then ?” 

“Tt must be exterminated.” 

“TI give my consent,” said Danton in his turn, and he con- 
tinued: “TI tell you it is outside, Robespierre.” 

“Danton, I tell you it is within.” 

“ Robespierre, it is on the frontier” 

“Danton, it is in Vendée.” 

“Calm yourselves,” said a third voice “it is everywhere ; 
and you are lost.” 


It was Marat who spoke. 
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Robespierre looked at Marat and replied calmly, — 

“Truce to generalities. J am exact. Here are the facts.” 

“Pedant!” grumbled Marat. 

Robespierre placed his hand on the pile of papers before 
him, and continued, — 

“TJ have just read you the despatches from Prieur de la Marne. 
I have just communicated to you the information given by 
this Gélambre. Danton, listen, foreign war is nothing, civil 
war is everything. Foreign war is a scratch on the elbow; 
civil war is an ulcer which eats your vitals. This is the re- 
sult of all that I have just read to you: La Vendée until now 
scattered among several chiefs, is on the point of concentrat- 
ing herself. She is henceforth going to have a single cap- 
tain a 

“ A central brigand,” murmured Danton. 

“ He is” continued Robespierre, “the man landed near Pon- 
torson the second of June. You have seen what he is. 
Notice that this landing coincides with the arrest of the 
acting representatives, Prieur de la Cote d’Or and Romme at 
Bayeux, by the traitorous district of Calvados, the second of 
June, the same day.” 

“ And their removal to the castle of Caen,” said Danton. 

Robespierre went on : — 

“T will continue the summing up of the despatches. The 
forest war is organizing on a vast scale. At the same time, a 
descent from the English is in preparation: Vendéans and 
English; that is, Britain with Brittany. The Hurons* of 
Finisterre speak the same language as the Topinambous f of 
Cornwall. JI have laid before your eyes an intercepted letter 
from Puisaye, in which it says that ‘twenty thousand red- 
coats distributed among the insurgents will raise a hundred 
thousand.’ When the peasant insurrection is completed, the 


* Hurons: name originally given to the peasants who took part in the 
Jacquerie, or popular revolution against the nobles. — Tr. 

t Topinambous: name of a tribe in Brazil; applied to any degraded 
population. — Tr. 
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English will make their descent. This is the plan, follow it 
on the map.” 

Robespierre placed his finger on the map and continued, — 

“The English have the choice of landing from Cancale to 
Paimpol. Craig would prefer the bay of Saint-Brieuc; Corn- 
wallis, the bay of Saint-Cast. That is mere detail. The left 
bank of the Loire is guarded by the rebel Vendéan army, and 
for twenty-eight leagues of open country between Ancenis and 
Pontorson, forty Norman parishes have promised their aid. 
The invasion will be made at three points, Plérin, Iffiniac, and 
Pléneuf; from Plérin they will go to Saint-Brieuc, and from 
Pléneuf to Lamballe; the second day, they will reach Dinan, 
where there are nine hundred English prisoners, and at the 
same time they will occupy Saint Jouan and Saint-Méen, and 
will leave cavalry there; the third day, two columns will go 
one toward Jouan-sur-Bédée, the other to Dinan-sur-Becherel, 
which is a natural fortress, and where they will set up two 
batteries; the fourth day, they will be at Rennes. Rennes is 
the key of Brittany. Whoever has Rennes has all. If Rennes 
is taken, Chateauneuf and Saint-Malo will fall. There are a 
million cartridges and fifty field-pieces at Rennes.” 

“Which they would sweep away,” murmured Danton. 

Robespierre continued, — 

“J willfinish. From Rennes, three columns will attack — one, 
Fougeres; one, Vitré; the other, Redon. As the bridges are cut 
away, the enemy will provide themselves with pontoons and 
madriers, — you have seen this fact, stated precisely, — and they 
will have guides for the points where the cavalry can ford. 
From Fougéres they will radiate to Avranches; from Redon, to 
Ancenis; and from Vitré, to Laval. Nantes will surrender, 
Brest will surrender. Redon opens the way the entire length 
of the Vilaine, Fougéres gives them the road to Normandy, 
Vitré gives them the road to Paris. In two weeks they will 
have an army of brigands, with three hundred thousand men, 
and all Brittany will belong to the King of France.” 

“That is to say, to the King of England,” said Danton. 
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“No, to the King of France.” 

And Robespierre added, — 

“The king of France is worse. A foreigner can be driven 
out in fifteen days, but it takes eighteen hundred years to root 
out a monarchy.” 

Danton, who had sat down again, put his elbows on the 
table and rested his head in his hands, deep in thought. 

“You see the danger,” said Robespierre, “ Vitré gives the 
road to Paris to the English.” 

Danton raised his head and brought his two great clenched 
hands down on the map, as though it were an anvil. “ Robes- 
pierre, didn’t Verdun open the way to Paris for the Prus- 
sians ?” 

ee Wrells? 72 

“Well, we will drive out the English as we drove out the 
Prussians.” 

And Danton rose from his seat again. 

Robespierre laid his cold hand on Danton’s feverish fingers. 

“Danton, Champagne was not for the Prussians, and Brit- 
tany is for the English. To recapture Verdun was foreign 
war; to recapture Vitré is civil war.” 

And Robespierre muttered in a cold, deep voice, — 

“ A serious difference.” 

He added, — 

“Sit down again, Danton, and look at the map instead of 
pounding it with your fist.” 

But Danton clung to his own opinion. 

“ That is carrying it too far!” he exclaimed, “to look for the 
catastrophe in the west, when it is coming in the east. Robes- 
pierre, I agree with you that England is rising on the ocean ; 
but Spain is rising from the Pyrenees ; but Italy is rising from 
the Alps, and Germany is rising across the Rhine. And the 
great Russian Bear is at the bottom of it. Robespierre, the 
danger is in a circle, and we are within it. Coalition without, 
treason within. In the South, Servant has left the door of 
France ajar for the king of Spain. In the North, Dumouriez 
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is passing over tothe enemy. Moreover, he has always threat- 
ened Holland less than Paris. Nerwinde wipes out Jemmapes 
and Valmy. ‘The philosopher, Rabaut Saint-Etienne, a traitor, 
lke the Protestant that he is, corresponds with the -courtier 
Montesquiou. The army is reduced. There is not a battalion 
now with more than four hundred men; the brave regiment 
of Deux Ponts is reduced to a hundred and fifty men; the 
camp of Pamars has surrendered; there are no more than five 
hundred bags of flour left at Givet; we are falling back on 
Landau; Wurmser pressed Kléber; Mayence is yielding 
bravely ; Condé, cowardly; Valenciennes, also. But this does 
not prevent Chancel, who is defending Valenciennes, and old 
Féraud, who is defending Condé, from being two heroes, as 
well as Meunier, who was defending Mayence. But all the 
others are traitors: Dharville, at Aix-la-Chapelle; Mouton, at 
Brussels; Valence, at Bréda; Meuilly, at Limbourg; Miranda, 
at Maéstricht; Stengel, a traitor; Lanou, a traitor; Ligonnier, 
a traitor; Menou, a traitor; Dillon, a traitor ; — hideous coin of 
Dumouriez. Weought to make examples of them. Custine’s 
countermarches look suspicious to me; I suspect Custine of 
preferring the lucrative prize of Frankfort to the useful prize 
of Coblentz. Frankfort can pay four millions of war tribute. 
Grant it. What is that compared to crushing that nest of ref- 
ugees ? Treason, I call it. Meunier died the thirteenth of June; 
Kléber is alone. Meantime, Brunswick is increasing and 
advancing. He sets up the German flag in all the French 
places that he takes. The Margrave of Brandebourg is the 
arbiter of Europe; he pockets our provinces, he will appro- 
priate Belgium, you will see; one would say that we were work- 
ing for Berlin. If that goes on, and if we do not see to it, the 
French Revolution will have been made for the benefit of Pots- 
dam ; its sole result will have been the enlargement of Freder- 
ick II.’s little state, and we shall have killed the King of 
France for the King of Prussia. 
And Danton burst into a frightful laugh. 
Danton’s laugh made Marat sinile. 
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“You each have your hobby; yours, Danton, is Prussia ; 
yours, Robespierre, la Vendée. Now I will give my views. 
You do not see the real danger ; it is here, —the cafés and the 
gaming-houses. The café of Choiseul is Jacobin, the café 
Patin is royalist; the café Rendez-Vous attacks the National 
Guard, the café of Porte-Saint-Martin defends it; the café of 
the Regence is against Brissot, the café Corezza is for it; the 
café Procope swears by Diderot, the café of the Théatre- 
Frangais swears by Voltaire; at the Rotonde they tear up the 
assignats; the cafés Saint-Margéau are in a rage; the café 
Manouri is debating the question of flour; at the café Foy 
there is gluttony and uproar; at the Perron, there is the 
buzzing of the hornet-drones of finance. This is the serious 
matter.” 

Danton laughed no longer. Marat continued to smile. 
The smile of a dwarf, worse than a giant’s laugh. 

“ Are you jesting, Marat ?” growled Danton. 

Marat gave that convulsive movement of his hip, which was 
famous. His smile died away. 

“Ah, I recognize you, Citizen Danton. It was you who 
called me that fellow Marat, before the whole convention. 
Listen. I pardon you. We are passing through a period of 
folly. Ah, am I jesting? Indeed, what sort of a man am I? 
I denounced Chazot, I denounced Pétion, I denounced Ker- 
saint, I denounced Moreton, I denounced Dufriche-Valazé, I 
denounced Ligonnier, I denounced Menou, I denounced Banne- 
ville, I denounced Gensonné, I denounced Biron, I denounced 
Lidon and Chambon; was I wrong? I scent treason in the 
traitor, and I find it worth while to denounce the criminal be- 
fore the crime. I am in the habit of saying the day before, 
what the rest of you say the day after. I am the man who 
proposed a complete plan of criminal legislation to the assem- 
bly. What have I done just now? I have asked that the 
sections be instructed, in order to discipline them for revolu- 
tion; I have broken the seals of thirty-two strong boxes; I 
have reclaimed the diamonds placed in Roland’s hands; I 
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have proved that the Brissotins gave blank warrants to the 
Committee of General Safety; I have noted the omissions 
in Lindet’s report on the crimes of Capet; I voted the execu- 
tion of the tyrant within twenty-four hours; I defended 
the battalions, Mauconseil and Republican; I prevented the 
reading of the letter from Narbonne and from Malouet; I 
have made a motion in favor of the wounded soldiers; I 
caused the suppression of the Committee of Six; in the affair 
of Mons, I foresaw the treason of Dumouriez; I have asked 
that a hundred thousand relatives of the refugees be taken as 
hostages for the commissioners surrendered to the enemy; I 
proposed that all representatives who should cross the barriers 
be declared traitors; I unmasked the Rolandine faction in the 
troubles at fdpeccalles: I insisted that a price should be put on 
the head of the son of Egalite ; I defended Bouchotte ; I called 
for the nominal appeal that iene might be driven fom the 
chair; I caused it to be declared that the Parisians were worthy 
of their country ;— that is why I am treated like a dancing- 
jack by Louvet. Finisterre demanded my expulsion, the city 
of London hopes to have me exiled, the city of Amiens wishes 
to have me muzzled, Coburg wants to have me arrested, and 
Lecointe-Puiraveau proposes to the convention to declare me 
mad. Ah! Citizen Danton, why did you bring me to your 
secret meeting, if it was not to have my advice? Did I ask 
you for permission to come? Far from it. I have no taste 
for interviews with contra-revolutionists such as Robespierre 
and yourself. Moreover, I ought to have expected it, you 
have not understood me; you no more than Robespierre, 
Robespierre no more than you. So there is no statesman 
here ? you must be taught to spell politics; you must dot 
your i’s. What I have said to you, means this: you are both 
mistaken. The danger is neither in London, as Robespierre 
believes ; nor in Berlin, as Danton believes: it isin Paris. It 
is in the absence of unity, in the right that each one has to 
draw his own conclusions; to commence with you two, in 
minds grovelling in the dust, in the anarchy of wills ——” 
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“ Anarchy !”’ interrupted Danton, “who has caused that if 
not you?” 

Marat did not stop. ; 

“Robespierre, Danton, the danger is in this heap of cafés, 
in this heap of gaming-houses, in this heap of clubs: club of 
the Noirs; club of the Fédérés; club of the Dames; club of the 
Impartiaux, which dates from Clermont-Tonnerre, and was 
the monarchical club of 1790; a social circle conceived by the 
priest, Claude Fauché; club of the Bonnets de Laine, founded 
by the gazeteer, Prudhomme, et cetera; without counting 
your club of the Jacobins, Robespierre; and your club of 
the Cordeliers, Danton. The danger is in the famine which 
caused the bag-porter Blin to hang the baker of the market 
Palu, Frangois Denis, to the lantern of the Hétel de Ville, 
and in the justice which hung the bag-porter Blin for having 
hung the baker Denis. The danger is in the paper money, 
which is depreciating. An assignat of a hundred franes fell 
on the ground in Rue du Temple, and a passer-by, a man of 
the people, said: “It is not worth the trouble of picking it 
up.” The stockjobbers and the monopolists, there les the 
danger! To hang the black flag from the Hoétel de Ville, a 
fine step! You arrest the Baron of Trenck, that is not enough. 
I would have the neck of that old prison intriguer wrung. 
Do you think you have escaped from the difficulty because 
the president of the Convention placed a civic crown on the 
head of Laberteche, who received forty-one sabre cuts at 
Jemmapes, and whose eulogist, Chénier became? Comedies 
and jugglery. Ah! you do not look at Paris! Ah! you look 
for the danger from afar, when it is near at hand. What 
good does your police do, Robespierre? For you have your 
spies: Payan, in the Commune; Coffinhal, in the Revolution- 
ary Tribunal; David, in the Committee of General Safety ; 
Couthon, in the Committee of Public Welfare. You see that 
Tam informed. Well, know this: the danger is above your 
heads, the danger is under your feet; conspiracy, conspiracy 
conspiracy ; the people in the streets read the papers together, 
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and shake their heads at one another; six thousand men, 
without tickets of civism— returned refugees, Muscadins, and 
Mathevons,—are concealed in cellars and attics, and in the 
wooden galleries of the Palais-Royal; people form a line in 
the baker’s shop; good women wring their hands on the door- 
steps, saying: ‘“ When shall we have peace?” It is of no use 
for you to ghut yourselves up in the hall of the Execu- 
tive Counsel to be by yourselves, for all that you say is 
known; and to prove it, Robespierre, here are the words you 
said last evening to Saint-Just: “Barbaroux is beginning to 
have a big belly, which will hinder him in his flight.” Yes, 
the danger is everywhere, and, above all, at the centre. In 
Paris the ex-nobles plot, the patriots go barefooted, the aristo- 
crats, arrested the ninth of March, are already released. The 
splendid horses, which ought to be put to the cannons on the 
frontier, spatter us in the streets; bread is worth three francs, 
twelve sous for four pounds, the theatres play immoral pieces, 
and Robespierre will have Danton guillotined.” 

“Ugh!” said Danton. 

Robespierre examined the map attentively. 

“What we need,” cried Marat, abruptly, “is a dictator. 
Robespierre, you know that I want a dictator. 

Robespierre raised his head. 

“T know, Marat, either you or me.” 

“Tor you,” said Marat. 

Danton muttered, between his teeth, — 

“The dictatorship, try it!” 

Marat saw Danton’s frown. 

“Wait,” he added. “One last effort. Let us come to some 
agreement. ‘The situation is worth the trouble. Haven’t we 
already come to an agreement about the thirty-first of May ? 
The question as a whole is more serious than Girondism, 
which is a question of detail. There is truth in what you 
say; but the truth, the whole truth, the real truth, is what I 
say. In the South, Federalism; in the West, Royalism; in 
Paris, the duel of the Convention and the Commune; on the 
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frontiers, the retreat of Custine, and the treason of Dumou- 
riez. What does it all amount to? Dismemberment. What 
do we need? Union. Our safety lies in that; but we must 
make haste. Paris must take the management of the Revolu- 
tion. If we lose an hour, the Vendéans may be at Orleans, 
and the Prussians in Paris to-morrow. I grant you this, 
Danton; I yield that to you, Robespierre. So,be it. Well, 
the conclusion is the dictatorship. Let us take the dictator- 
ship, and let us three represent the Revolution. We are the 
three heads of Cerberus. Of these three heads, one speaks, 
that is you, Robespierre; the other roars, that is you, Dan- 
ton —” 

“The other bites,” said Danton; “that is you, Marat.” 

“ All three bite,” said Robespierre. 

There was a silence. Then the conversation, full of por- 
tentous repartees, began again. 

“Tisten, Marat; before marrying, we must become ac- 
quainted. How did you know what I said yesterday to 
Saint-Just ?” 

“That concerns me, Robespierre.” 

“Marat!” 

“Tt is my duty to enlighten myself, and it is my business 
to keep myself informed.” 

“Marat!” 

“T love knowledge.” 

“ Marat!” 

“ Robespierre, I know what you said to Saint-Just, as I 
know what Danton said to Lacroix; as I know what happens 
on the Quai des Théatins, in the mansion of Labriffe, a den 
where the nymphs of emigration repair; as I know what 
takes place in the house of the Thilles, near Gonesse, belong- 
ing to Valmerange, former administrator of the posts, where 
Maury and Cazales used to go, where Sieyés and Vergniaud 
have gone since, and where now a certain one goes once a 
week.” 

As he said “a certain one,” Marat looked at Danton. 
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Danton exclaimed, — 

“Tf I had two atoms of power, this would be terrible.” 

Marat continued, — 

“T know what you said, Robespierre, as I know what hap- 
pened in the tower of the Temple, when they fattened Louis 
XVI. there so well, that in the month of September alone, the 
wolf, the she-wolf, and the cubs ate eighty-six baskets of 
peaches. At the same time, the people were starving. I 
know this as I know that Roland was hidden in a house look- 
ing out on a back court in Rue de la Harpe; as I know that 
six hundred pikes of the fourteenth of July were made by 
Faure, the Duke of Orléans’s locksmith ; as I know what was 
done at the house of Saint-Hilaire, Sillery’s mistress ; on days 
when there was to be a ball, old Sillery himself rubbed chalk 
on the floors of the yellow drawing-room in Rue Neuve-des- 
Mathurin; Buzot and Kersaint dined there. Saladin dined 
there the twenty-seventh, and with whom, Robespierre ? 
With your friend, Lasource.” 

“ Words, words,” murmured Robespierre. “ Lasource is not 
my friend.” 

And he added thoughtfully, — 

“Meanwhile, there are eighteen manufactories of false 
assignats in London.” 

Marat continued in a calm voice, but with a slight trembling, 
which was alarming, — 

“You are the Faction des Importants. Yes, I know it all, 
in spite of what Saint-Just calls “State silence.” 

Marat emphasized these words, looked at Robespierre and 
went on to say, — 

“T know what is said at your table when Lebas invites 
David to eat the cooking of his betrothed, Elizabeth Duplay, 
your future sister-in-law, Robespierre. I am the enormous 
eye of the people, and from the depths of my cellar, I look 
on. Yes, I see; yes, I hear; yes, 1 know. Little things con- 
tent you. You admire yourself. Robespierre courts the 
admiration of his Madame de Chalabre, the daughter of the 
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Marquis de Chalabre, who played whist with Louis XV. 
the evening of Damiens’ execution. Yes, people carry their 
heads high. Saint-Just lives in a cravat. Legendre is proper, 
new overcoat and white vest, and a shirt frill to make one 
forget his apron. Robespierre imagines that history will care 
to know that he had on an olive frock coat at the Consti- 
tuante, and a sky-blue coat at the Convention. He has his 
portrait all over the walls of his room —” ; 

Robespierre interrupted him in a voice even more calm than 
Marat’s. 

“ And you, Marat, you have yours in all the sewers.” 

They continued in a conversational tone, the slowness of 
which emphasized their rephes and repartees, and added a 
strange irony to the threats. 

“ Robespierre, you have termed those who desire the over- 
throw of thrones, the ‘ Don Quixotes of the human race.’ ” 

“ And you, Marat, after the fourth of August, in number 
559 of your Ami du Peuple, — Ah, I have kept the number, it 
will be useful, — you have asked to have the nobles receive 
their titles back again. You said: ‘A duke is always a duke.’ ” 

“Robespierre, in the meeting of the seventh of December, 
you defended the Roland woman against Viard.” 

“Just as my brother defended you, Marat, when you were 
attacked at the Jacobins. What does that prove? Nothing.” 

“Robespierre, we know the cabinet of the Tuileries, where 
you said to Garat: ‘I am weary of the Revolution.’ ” 

“Marat, it was here in this public-house, that you embraced 
Barbaroux, the twenty-ninth of October.” 

“ Robespierre, you said to Buzot: ‘What is the Republic ?’” 

“Marat, it was in this public-house that you invited three 
men from Marseilles to breakfast with you.” 

“Robespierre, you have a strong marketman, armed with a 
cudgel, to escort you.” 

“And you, Marat, the day before the tenth of August, you 
asked Buzot to help you escape to Marseilles, disguised as a 
jockey.” 
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“In September when the courts were in session, you hid 
yourself, Robespierre.” 

“And you, Marat, you displayed yourself.” 

“ Robespierre, you flung the red cap on the ground.” 

“Yes, when a traitor hung it up. What adorns Dumou 
riez, detiles Robespierre.” 

“ Robespierre, you refused to veil Louis XVI.’s head, while 
the soldiers were passing by.” 

“JT did better than to veil his head, I cut it off.” 

Danton interfered, but as oil interferes in fire. 

“Robespierre, Marat, calm yourselves.” 

Marat did not like to be named second. He turned round. 

“ Why does Danton meddle in this?” he said. 

“Why doI meddle? For this reason. To prevent fratri- 
cide; to prevent a quarrel between two men who serve the 
people; because there is enough foreign war, because there is 
enough civil war, and because there will be too much domestic 
war; because it was I who brought about the Revolution, and 
I do not want it spoiled. That is why I am meddling.” 

Marat replied without raising his voice, — 

“ You had better meddle with making your accounts.” 

“My accounts!” exclaimed Danton. “Go ask for them in 
the defiles of Argonne, in Champagne delivered, in conquered 
Belgium, in the armies where I have already four times ex- 
posed my breast to bullets! Go ask for them in the Place 
de la Révolution, on the scaffold of the twenty-first of 
January, on the throne abolished, on the guillotine, that 
widow —” 

Marat interrupted Danton. 

“The guillotine is a virgin; men lie with her, but she does 
not become fruitful.” 

“What do you know about it, Danton ? I would make her 
pregnant !” 

“ We shall see,” said Marat. 

And he smiled. 

Danton saw this smile. 
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“Marat,” he exclaimed, “you are a sneak, I am a man for 
open air and daylight. JI hate the life of a reptile. It would 
not suit me to be a wood-louse. You live in a cellar; I live 
in the street. You have nothing to say to anybody; any 
passer-by can see me and speak to me.” 

“Pretty boy, will you come up where I live?” muttered 
Marat. 

And ceasing to smile, he assumed a peremptory tone. 

“Danton, give account of the thirty-three thousand crowns, 
ready money, that Montmorin paid to you in the name of the 
king, under pretext of indemnifying you in your capacity of 
attorney at the Chatelet.” 

“J was concerned with the fourteenth of July,” said Dan- 
ton, haughtily. 

“ And the Garde-Meuble ? and the crown diamonds ? ” 

“JT was concerned with the sixth of October.” 

“ And the plunder committed by your alter ego, Lacroix, in 
Belgium ?” } 

“JT was concerned with the twentieth of June.” 

“ And the loans made & la Montansier ? ” 

“JT impelled the people to the return from Varennes.” 

“ And the opera house, built with money furnished by 
youn” 

“JT armed the sections of Paris.” 

“ And the hundred thousand franes, the secret funds of the 
Minister of Justice ?” 

“T caused the tenth of August.” 

“ And the two millions for the Assembly’s secret expenses, 
of which you took a fourth ?” 

“T stopped the marching enemy and prevented the allied 
kings from passing.” 

“Prostitute!” said Marat. 

Danton rose. 

“Yes,” he cried, “T am a harlot, I have sold my body, but I 
have saved the world.” 

Robespierre began to bite his nails. He could neither laugh 
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norsmile. Laughing, Danton’s lightning, and smiling, Marat’s 
sting, were left out of him. ‘ 

Danton replied, — 

“T am like the ocean; I have my ebb and flow; at low tide 
my shallow places appear, at high tide my billows are seen.” 

“ Your froth,” said Marat. 

“ My tempest,” said Danton. 

Marat had risen at the same time as Danton. He too burst 
forth. The adder suddenly became a dragon. 

“Ah!” he eried, “ah, Robespierre! ah, Danton!: You are 
now willing to listen to me! Well, I tell you, you are lost. 
Your policy results in the impossibility to go any farther; 
there is no exit for you; and you have managed to close all 
the doors before you, except that of the grave.” 

“That is our greatness,” said Danton. 

And he shrugged his shoulders 

Marat continued, — 

“ Danton, take care. Vergniaud, too, has a large mouth, thick 
lips, and an angry frown; Vergniaud, too, is pock-marked like 
. Mirabeau and like you; that did not prevent the thirty-first of 
May. Ah! you shrug your shoulders. Sometimes shrugging 
the shoulders shakes off one’s head. Danton, I tell you, your 
harsh voice, your loose necktie, your Hessian boots, your little 
suppers, your big pockets, all look to Louisette.” 

Louisette was the pet name Marat gave to the guillotine. 

He continued ,— 

“ And as for you, Robespierre, you are a Modérée, but that 
will not do you any good. Go, powder yourself, dress your 
hair, play the coxcomb, wear fine linen, prink, and be curled 
and painted, but you will go to Place-de-Greve, all the same ; 
read Brunswick’s declaration; still you will be treated lke 
the regicide Damiens, and you will look as fine as a new pin 
while waiting to be quartered alive.” 

“Echo of Coblentz,” said Robespierre between his teeth. 

“ Robespierre, I am not an echo of anything, I am the out- 
ery of all. Ah! you are young. How old are you, Danton ? 
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Thirty-four years. How old are you, Robespierre? Thirty- 
three. Well, as for me, I have always been alive ; I am suffer- 
ing humanity, I am six thousand years old.” 

“That is true,” replied Danton, “for six thousand years, Cain 
has been preserved in hatred like a toad in a stone. The rock 
is broken, and Cain leaps forth among men, and that is Marat.” 

“Danton!” exclaimed Marat, and a livid light appeared in 
his eyes. 

“ Well, what ?” said Danton. 

Thus these three terrible men went on talking. A quarrel 
of thunderbolts. 


CHAPTER III. 


THE THRILL OF HIDDEN CHORDS. 


THERE was a lull in the conversation ; for a moment these 
Titans each became lost in thought. Lions are disturbed by 
hydras. Robespierre had grown very pale, and Danton very 
red. Both trembled. The light died out of Marat’s eye; a 
calmness, an imperious calmness came over the face of this 
man, the terror of the terrible.” 

Danton felt that he was conquered, but was unwilling to 
admit it. He resumed, — 

“Marat talks very loud about dictatorship and unity, but he 
has only one power, that of dissolution.” 

Robespierre compressed his thin lips, and added, — 

“JT am of the opinion of Anacharsis Cloots; I say neither 
Roland nor Marat.” 

“ And for my part,” replied Marat, “I say, neither Danton 
nor Robespierre.” 

He looked steadily at both aud added, — 

“Let me give you some advice, Danton. You are in love, 
you think of marrying again, don’t meddle any more with 
politics, be wise!” 
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And stepping back towards the dvor to go out, he gave them 
this ominous farewell. 

“ Adieu, gentlemen.” 

Danton and Robespierre shuddered. 

At the same time, a voice rose from the other end of the 
room, saying, — 

“You are wrong, Marat.” 

All turned round. During Marat’s outburst, some one had 
come in by the rear door, without their notice. 

“Tt is you, Citizen Cimourdain,” said Marat. “Good even- 
ing.” 

It was Cimourdain, indeed. 

“T say that you are wrong, Marat,” he repeated. 

Marat turned green, which was his way of growing pale. 

Cimourdain added, — 

“You are useful, but Robespierre and Danton are necessary. 
Why do you threaten them? Union, union, citizen! the 
people want to be united.” 

This coming in had the effect of cold water, and like the 
arrival of a stranger in the midst of a family quarrel, it calmed 
at least the surface, if not the depths. 

Cimourdain stepped towards the table. 

Danton and Robespierre knew him. They had often noticed 
in the public tribunes of the Convention, this powerful but 
obscure man whom the people saluted. Robespierre, always 
inclined to formality, asked, — 

“Citizen, how did you get in?” 

“He belongs to the Evéché,” replied Marat, in a voice with 
a strange touch of submission in it. 

Marat defied the Convention, led the Commune, and feared 
the Evéché. 

This is a law. 

Mirabeau felt Robespierre moving at an unknown depth, 
Robespierre felt Marat moving, Marat felt Hébert moving, 
Hébert felt Babeuf moving. As long as the strata under- 
ground are quiet, the political man may walk along, but under 


IN A TRIBUNE. 


THE THRILL OF HIDDEN CHORDS. 161 


the most revolutionary there is a subsoil, and the bravest 
stop in alarm when they feel beneath their feet the movement 
that they have caused above their heads. 

To know how to distinguish the agitation arising from 
covetousness, from the agitation arising from principles, to 
fight the one and aid the other, in this lies the genius and 
the power of great revolutionary leaders. 

Danton saw that Marat was yielding. 

“Oh! Citizen Cimourdain is welcome,” he said. 

And he held out his hand to Cimourdain. Then he said, — 

“Parbleu, let us explain the situation to Citizen Cimour- 
dain. He comes at just the right moment. I represent the 
Mountain, Robespierre represents the Committee of Public 
Welfare, Marat represents the Commune, Cimourdain repre- 
sents the Evéché. He shall be our umpire.” 

“So be it,” said Cimourdain, solemnly and simply. “ What 
is the question ?” 

* About la Vendée,” replied Robespierre. 

“Tia Vendée!” said Cimourdain. 

And he added, — 

“There lies the great danger. If the Revolution comes to 
naught, it will come to naught through la Vendée. One 
Vendée is more to be feared than ten Germanys. For France 
to live, Vendée must be killed.” 

These few words won Robespierre. 

Robespierre, however, put this question, — 

“Were you not formerly a priest ? ” 

His priestly air did not escape Robespierre. He recognized 
by his exterior what was in the man. 

Cimourdain replied: “ Yes, citizen.” 

“ What of that?” exclaimed Danton. ‘“ When priests are 
good, they are worth more than other men. In times of revo- 
lution, priests are melted up into men, as bells into money 
and cannons. Danjou is a priest, Daunou is a priest, Thomas 
Lindet is bishop of Evreux. Robespierre, you sit at the Con- 
vention side by side with Massieu, Bishop of Beauvais. The 
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grand-vicar Vaugeois belonged to the Committee of Insurrec- 
tion of the tenth of August. Chabot isa Capuchin. It was 
Dom Gerle who invented the oath of the tennis court; it was 
the Abbé Audran who caused the National Assembly to be 
declared superior to the king; it was the Abbé Goutte who 
asked the Legislature to have the dais taken away from Louis 
XVI.’s arm-chair; it was the Abbé Grégoire who provoked the 
abolition of royalty.” 

“Supported by the player, Collot-d’Herbois,” sneered Marat. 
“The two together did the work; the priest overthrew the 
throne, the comedian threw down the king.” 

“Let us return to la Vendée,” said Robespierre. 

“Well,” asked Cimourdain, “what is the matter there? 
What is this Vendée doing ?” 

Robespierre replied, — 

“She has a chief. She is going to be tremendous.” 

“Who is this chief, Citizen Robespierre ? ” 

“He is a former Marquis de Lantenac, who calls himself 
Prince of Brittany.” 

Cimourdain started. 

“T know him,” he said. “I have been a priest at his 
house.” 

He thought for a moment, and then added, — 

“He was fond of women before he became a warrior.” 

‘Like Biron, who was a Lauzun,” said Danton. 

And Cimourdain added thoughtfully, — 

“Yes, he was formerly a man of pleasure. He must be 
terrible.” 

“Frightful,” said Robespierre. “He burns villages, puts 
an end to the wounded, massacres the prisoners, shoots the 
women.” 

“The women ?” 

“Yes, among others he had a mother of three children shot. 
Nobody knows what became of the children. Besides he is a 
captain. He understands warfare.” 

“To be sure,” replied Cimourdain. “He was in the war 
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with Hanover, and the soldiers said: ‘Richelieu uppermost, 
Lantenae at the bottom.’ Lantenac was the real general. 
Talk about him to your colleague, Dussaulx.” 

Robespierre remained thoughtful for a moment, then the 
conversation continued between him and Cimourdain. 

“Well, Citizen Cimourdain, this man is in Vendée.” 

“ How long has he been there ? ” 

“Three weeks.” 

“He must be outlawed.” 

“That has been done.” 

“A price must be set on his head.” 

“Tt has been done.” 

“A large sum of money must be offered to the one who 
captures him.” 

“Tt has been done.” 

“ Not in assignats.” 

“Tt has been done.” 

 Evgold.” 

“Tt has been done.” 

“ And he must be guillotined.” 

“Tt will be done.” 

“By whom.” 

“6 By you.” 

“By me?” 

“ Yes, you will be commissioned by the Committee of Public 
Welfare with full power.” 

“T accept,” said Cimourdain.” 

Robespierre was swift in his selections, a characteristic of a 
statesman. He took from the pile before him a sheet of white 
paper, with this printed heading: Frencn ReEpuBLic, ONE 
AND INDIVISIBLE. ComMMITTEE oF PuBLic WELFARE.” 

Cimourdain continued, — 

“Yes, L accept. Terror against terror. Lantenac is cruel. 
I shall be cruel. War to the death against this man. [ will 
deliver the Republic from him, so it please God.” 

He stopped, then added, — 
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“T am a priest; all the same, I believe in God.” 

“God has gone out of fashion.” 

“T believe in God,” said Cimourdain, unmoved. 

With a nod of the head, Robespierre gloomily assented. 

Cimourdain continued , — 

“To whom shall I be sent as a delegate ? ” 

“The commandant of the reconnoitring column sent against 
Lantenac. Only, I warn you, he is a noble.” 

Danton exclaimed, — 

“There is another thing that I care very little about. A 
noble? Well, what of it? It is the same with nobles as 
with priests. If they are good, they are excellent. Nobility 
is a prejudice, but one must not have it more in one sense than 
in another, not more for than against it. Robespierre, isn’t 
Saint-Just a noble? Florelle de Saint-Just. Parbleu! An- 
acharsis Cloots is a baron. Our friend, Charles Hesse, who 
never misses a meeting of the Cordeliers, is a prince, and 
brother of the reigning landgrave of Hesse-Rothenburg. 
Montaut, Marat’s intimate friend, is Marquis de Montaut. In 
the Revolutionary tribunal, there is a member who is a priest, 
Vilate, and a member who is a noble, Leroy, Marquis de Mont- 
flabert. Both are trustworthy.” 

“ And you forget,” added Robespierre, “the head of the 
Revolutionary jury, —” 

“ Antonelle ?” 

“Who is the Marquis Antonelle,” said Robespierre. 

Danton added, — 

“Dampierre was a nobleman, who has just given his life 
before Condé, for the Republic; and Beaurepaire, who blew his 
brains out rather than open the gates of Verdun to. the Prus- 
sians, was a nobleman.” 

“ Which does not alter the fact,” growled Marat, “that the 
day Condorcet exclaimed, ‘The Gracchi were noblemen !’ Dan- 
ton cried out to him: ‘All noblemen are traitors, beginning 
with Mirabeau, and ending with yourself !’” 

Cimourdain’s solemn voice now rose. 
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“Citizen Danton, Citizen Robespierre, perhaps you are right 
in your confidence, but the people are distrustful, and they are 
not wrong in their distrust. When a priest is charged to look 
after a nobleman, the responsibility is increased twofold, and 
the priest must be inflexible.” 

“Certainly,” said Robespierre. 

Cimourdain added: “ And inexorable.” 

Robespierre continued, — 

“Well said, Citizen Cimourdain. You will have to deal with 
ayoung man. You will have the advantage over him, being 
twice his age. You will have to direct him, but you must 
manage him. It seems that he has military talents; all ac- 
counts are agreed on that point. He belongs to a corps of the 
army of the Rhine, which has been detached to go to Vendée. 
He has reached the frontier, where he is showing admirable 
intelligence and bravery. He is leading the reconnoitring 
column in a superior manner. For two weeks, he has held 
the old Marquis de Lantenac in check. He restrains him and 
drives him before him. He will end by driving him back to 
the sea, and overthrowing him there. JLantenac has the art of 
an old general, and he has the audacity of a young captain. 
This young man already has enemies, and some are envious of 
him. The Adjutant-General, Léchelle, is jealous of him.” 

“This Léchelle,” interrupted Danton, “wants to be general 
in chief! he has nothing to recommend him. but a pun:* a 
ladder is needed to mount upon a wagon. Nevertheless, Char- 
ette is beating him.” 

“And he doesn’t want any one but himself to beat Lan- 
tenac,” continued Robespierre. “The misfortune of the Ven- 
déan war lies in such rivalries as these. Heroes badly com- 
manded, that is what our soldiers are. A mere captain of 
hussars, Chérin, enters Saumur with a trumpet playing. 
“Oa ira”; he takes Saumur, and might have gone on and 
taken Cholet, but he had no orders, and stopped. All the 
commands of la Vendée ought to be changed. The body- 
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guards are scattered, the forces dispersed ; a scattered army is 
a paralyzed army ; it is a rock ground to powder. In the camp 
at Paramé there are nothing but tents. Between Tréguier and 
Dinan there are a hundred little useless posts which might be 
nade into a division to cover the whole coast. Léchelle, sup- 
ported by Parrein, is leaving the northern coast unguarded, 
under pretext of protecting the southern coast, and in this 
way opening France to the English. To raise half a million 
peasants, and a descent from England on France, is Lantenac’s 
design. The young commander of the reconnoitring column 
is pushing on this Lantenac at the point of the sword, and 
defeating him without Léchelle’s permission; but Léchelle is 
his general; so Léchelle complains of him. Opinions concern- 
ing this young man are divided. Léchelle wants to have him 
shot. Prieur de la Marne wants to make him adjutant-general.” 

“This young man,” said Cimourdain, “has great qualities, 
so it seems to me.” 

“But he has one fault!” 

It. was Marat who interrupted. 

“What is it?” asked Cimourdain. 

“Clemency,” said Marat. 

And Marat added, — 

“He is decided in battle and soft-hearted afterwards. That 
makes him indulgent, that makes him pardon; be merciful, 
protect the religieuses and nuns, save the wives and the daugh- 
ters of the aristocracy, release prisoners, set priests at liberty.” 

“A serious fault,” murmured Cimourdain. 

“A crime,” said Marat. 

“Sometimes,” said Danton. 

“Often,” said Robespierre. 

“ Almost always,” added Marat. 

“When dealing with the enemies of one’s own country, 
always,” said Cimourdain. 

Marat turned toward Cimourdain. 

“And what would you do with a Republican general who 
gave a Royalist general his liberty ?” 
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“T should be of Léchelle’s opinion, I should have him shot.” 

“Or guillotined,” said Marat. 

“ Hither,” said Cimourdain. 

Danton began to laugh. 

‘“‘T should like one as well as the other.” 

“You are sure to have one or the other,” growled Marat. 

And his eyes, leaving Danton, turned to Cimourdain. 

“So, Citizen Cimourdain, if a Republican general flinches, 
you would have his head cut off?” 

“Within twenty-four hours.” 

“ Well,” replied Marat, “I am of Robespierre’s opinion; we 
must send Citizen Cimourdain as a delegate of the Committee 
of Public Welfare to the commandant of the reconnoitring 
column of the coast army. What is the name of this com- 
mandant ?” 

Robespierre replied, — 

“ He is a ci-devant, a noble.” 

And he began to turn over the papers. 

“Let us send the priest to guard the noble,” said Danton. 
“J distrust a priest alone; I distrust a noble alone; when 
they are together, I am not afraid of them; one will watch 
over the other, and they will do.” 

The expression of indignation peculiar to Cimourdain’s eye- 
brows deepened ; but, finding the observation just at bottom, 
he began to speak in his harsh voice, without looking toward 
Danton. 

“Tf the Republican commandant who is entrusted to my 
care makes a false step, the penalty will be death.” 

Robespierre, with his eyes still on the papers, said, — 

“Here is the name. Citizen Cimourdain, the commandant 
over whom you will have full power is a former viscount ; his 
name is Gauvain.” 

Cimourdain grew pale. 

“Gauvain!” he exclaimed. 

Marat noticed Cimourdain’s pale face. 

“The Viscount Gauvain!” repeated Cimourdain. 


168 NINETY-THREE. 


“Yes,” said Robespierre. 

“Well?” said Marat, fixing his eye on Cimourdain. 

There was a pause. ‘Then Marat said, — 

“Citizen Cimourdain, on the conditions named by yourself, 
do you accept the mission of delegate to the commandant, 
Gauvain? Is it agreed?” 

“ Agreed,” said Cimourdain. 

He grew paler and paler. 

Robespierre took the pen near him, wrote in his slow and 
formal handwriting four lines on the sheet of paper with 
the heading, “Commirrer or Pusiic WELFARE,” signed it, 
and passed the sheet and the pen to Danton; Danton signed 
it; and then Marat, who did not take his eyes from Cimour- 
dain’s pale face, signed it after Danton.” 

Robespierre took the sheet of paper again, dated it, and 
gave it to Cimourdain, who read, — 


“YEAR II oF THE REPUBLIC. 


“Full power is granted to Citizen Cimourdain, delegated commissioner 
from the Committee of Public Welfare to Citizen Gauvain, commandant 
of the reconnoitring column of the coast army. 

‘* ROBESPIERRE. — DANTON. — MARAT.” 


And below these signatures, — 


““Twenty-eighth of June, 1793.’’ 


The Revolutionary Calendar, called the Civil Calendar, was 
not in existence legally at this period, and was not adopted by 
the Convention, according to the proposition of Romme, till 
the fifth of October, 1793. 

Marat watched Cimourdain while he read the paper. 

Marat said in an undertone, as if speaking to himself: “ All 
that will have to be specified by a decree of the Convention, or 
by a special resolution of the Committee of Public Welfare. 
There is something yet to be done.” 

“Citizen Cimourdain,” asked Robespierre, “where do you 
live?” 
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“Court of Commerce.” 

“Wait; so do I,” said Danton; “you are my neighbor.” 

Robespierre added, — 

“There is not a moment to be lost. To-morrow, you will 
receive your commission in due form, signed by all the mem- 
bers of the Committee of Public Welfare. This is a confirma- 
tion of the commission which will accredit you especially with 
the active representatives Phillippeaux, Prieur de la Marne, 
Lecointre, Alquier, and others. We know who you are. Your 
powers are unlimited. You can make Gauvain general or send 
him to the scaffold. You will have your commission to-mor- 
row at three o’clock. When will you start ?” 

“ At four o’clock,” said Cimourdain. 

And they separated. 

On his way home, Marat informed Simonne Evrard that he 
should go to the Convention the following day. 
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CHAPTER I. 
THE CONVENTION. 


WE are approaching the mountain top. 

Here is the Convention. 

The attention must be fixed on this summit. 

Never did anything higher appear on man’s horizon. 

There is Mt. Himalaya, and there is the Convention. 

The Convention is perhaps the culminating point in history. 

During the lfetime of the Convention, for it lived as an 
assembly, people did not realize its significance. Its gran- 
deur was exactly what escaped the contemporaries ; they were 
too much frightened to be dazzled. There is a sacred horror 
about everything grand. It is easy to admire mediocrity and 
hills; but whatever is too lofty, a genius as well as a moun- 
tain, an assembly as well as a masterpiece, seen too near, is 
appalling. Every summit seems an exaggeration. Climbing 
wearies. The steepnesses take away one’s breath; we slip on 
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the slopes, we are hurt by the sharp points which are its 
beauty; the foaming torrents betray the precipices, clouds 
hide the mountain tops; mounting is full of terror, as well as 
a fall. Hence, there is more dismay than admiration. People 
have a strange feeling of aversion to anything grand. They 
see abysses, they do not see sublimity ; they see the monster, 
they do not see the prodigy. Thus the Convention was judged 
at first. The Convention was measured by the shortsighted, 
when it was made to be contemplated by eagles. 

To-day it is in perspective, and it stands out against the 
deep sky in a serene and tragic distance — the immense profile 
of the Revolution. 


hf & 


Tue fourteenth of July gave it birth. 

The tenth of August thundered it forth. 

The twenty-first of September founded it. 

The twenty-first of September, the equinox, the equilib. 
rium, Libra. The balance. In accordance with Romme’s 
suggestion, it was under this sign of Equality and Justice that 
the Republic was proclaimed. <A constellation announced its 
coming. 

The Convention is the first avatar of the people. With the 
Convention, the great new page is turned, and the future of 
to-day begins. 

Every idea must have a visible covering; every principle 
must have a dwelling-place; a church is God within four 
walls; every dogma must have a temple. When the Conven- 
tion came into existence, there was a first problem to be 
solved: where to locate the Convention. , 

First, the Ménage was taken, then the Tuileries. A frame- 
work was raised, with scenery, a great camaieu, painted by 
David, seats systematically arranged, a square tribune, paral- 
lel pilasters, with socles like blocks, and long rectilinear stems, 
rectangular alveoles, where the multitude crowded, and which 
were called public tribunes; a Roman velarium, Greek dra- 
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peries, and within these right angles and these straight lines 
the Convention was established; in this geometrical space 
the tempest was confined. On the tribune, the red cap was 
painted in gray. The Royalists began by laughing at this 
gray red cap, this artificial hall, this monument of pasteboard, 
this sanctuary of papier-maché, this pantheon of mud and 
spittle. How quickly all that was to disappear! The col- 
umns were of barrel staves, the arches of batten, the bas-re- 
hefs of mastic, the entablatures were of deal boards; the 
statues were made of plaster, the marbles were paint, the 
walls were linen; and out of this temporary structure, France 
has made an everlasting institution. 

When the Convention held its sessions in the hall of the 
Ménage, the walls were completed, covered with notices which 
had flooded Paris at the time of the return from Varennes. 
One read thus: “The king returns; whoever cheers him will 
be beaten, whoever insults him will be hanged.” Another, 
thus: “Peace. Hats on the head. He is going to pass be- 
fore his judges.” Another, thus: “The king has aimed at the 
nation. He has hung fire; it is the nation’s turn to shoot 
now.” Another: “Law! Law!” It was within these walls 
that the Convention judged Louis XVI. 

At the Tuilleries, where the Convention began to sit on the 
tenth of May, 1793, and which was called the National Palace, 
the place of assembly occupied the entire space between the 
Pavillon de V’Horloge, called Pavilion of Unity, and the Pa- 
villon Marsan, called Pavilion of Liberty. The Pavillon de 
Flore was called the Pavilion of Equality. The assembly 
hall was reached by the grand staircase of Jean Bullant. Un- 
der the second story occupied by the assembly, the entire 
ground floor of the palace was a sort of long guardroom, filled 
with bundles and camp beds of the armed troops which 
watched over the Convention. The assembly had a guard of 
honor, called the “grenadiers of the Convention.” 

A tricolored ribbon separated the castle, where the assembly 
was held, from the garden where the people came and went. 
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ITT. 


Ler us finish describing the hall where the sessions were 
held. Everything about that terrible place is full of interest. 

What struck one’s notice on entering was a lofty statue of 
Liberty, standing between two large windows. 

Forty-two metres long, ten metres wide, eleven metres high, 
these were the dimensions of what had once been the theatre 
of the king, and which was to be the theatre of the Revolu- 
tion. The elegant, magnificent hall built by Vigarani for the 
courtiers disappeared beneath the rough timber-work which in 
’93 supported the weight of the people. This framework on 
which the public tribunes were erected, had for its only point 
of support, a single post, a detail worthy of note. This post 
was in one single piece, and was ten metres in length. Few 
caryatides have accomplished as much as this post; for years 
it held up the weight of the Revolution. It bore cheering, 
enthusiasm, insults, noise, tumult, the immense chaos of anger, 
riot. It never gave way. After the Convention, it saw the 
Conseil des Anciens. The eighteenth Brumaire relieved it. 

Percier then replaced the wooden pillar with columns of 
marble, which were less durable. 

The ideal of architecture is sometimes strange; the archi- 
tect of the Rue de Rivoli had the trajectory of a cannon-bali 
for his ideal, the architect of Carlsruhe had a fan for his ideal ; 
a gigantic bureau drawer seems to have been the ideal of the 
architect who planned the hall where the Convention first sat 
the tenth of May, 1793; it was long, high, and flat. On one 
of the long sides of the parallelogram was a wide semicircle ; 
this was the amphitheatre, with seats for the representatives, 
but without tables or desk; Garan-Coulon, who wrote much, 
wrote on his knee; opposite the seats was the tribune; in 
‘front of the tribune, a bust of Lepelletier-Saint-Fargeau; pe- 
hind the tribune, the president’s arm-chair. 

The head of the bust came a little above the edge of the 
tribune, which caused its removal later on, 
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The amphitheatre was composed of nineteen semicircular 
benches, rising one behind another; portions of the benches 
prolonged the amphitheatre into the two corners. 

Below, in the horseshoe at the foot of the tribune, stood 
the ushers. 

On one side of the tribune, in a black wooden frame, was 
fastened to the wall a placard nine feet high, bearing on two 
pages, separated by a sort of sceptre, the declaration of the 
rights of man; on the other side was an empty space which 
was filled later by a similar frame containing the constitution 
of the year II., the two pages of which were separated by a 
sword. Above the tribune, above the head of the orator, 
from a deep box divided into two compartments, filled with 
people, fluttered three great tricolored flags resting almost 
horizontally on an altar bearing this word “LAW.” Behind 
this altar rose, like the sentinel of free speech, an enormous 
Roman fasces, as tall as a column. Colossal statues straight 
against the wall, faced the representatives. The president 
had Lycurgas on his right and Solon on his left, above the 
Mountain was Plato. 

The pedestals of these statues were simple dies, placed on a 
long, projecting cornice extending all around the hall and sep- 
arating the people from the assembly. The spectators leaned 
their elbows on this cornice. 

The black wooden frame containing the rights of man, 
reached to the cornice and cut into the design of the entabla- 
ture, breaking the straight line; this caused Chabot to com- 
plain. “Itis ugly,” he said to Vadier. 

The heads of the statues were crowned alternately with 
wreaths of oak and laurel. 

A green drapery, painted with similar crowns in a darker 
shade of green, fell in deep, straight folds from the cornice of 
the periphery, and entirely covered the wall of the lower part 
of the hall occupied by the assembly. Above this drapery, 
the wall was white and cold. In this wall, as if hollowed out 
with a punch, with neither moulding nor foliage were two 
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rows of public tribunes, square at the base and round at the 
top; according to the rule, for Vitruvius was not dethroned ; 
the archivaults were superimposed on the architraves. There 
were ten tribunes on each of the long sides of the hall, and at 
each of the two ends two huge boxes; in all, twenty-four. 
Into these the multitudes flocked. 

The spectators in the lower row of tribunes overflowed on 
all the gunnels, and formed in groups on all the reliefs of the 
architecture. A long iron bar, securely fastened breast high, 
served as a railing for the upper tribunes and protected the 
spectators from the crowding of the throngs coming up the 
staircase. Once, however, a man was pushed over into the 
assembly; he fell a little on Massieu, bishop of Beauvais, and 
so was not killed, and said: “ Well! so a bishop is really good 
for something !” 

The hall of the Convention could hold two thousand people; 
on days of insurrection, three thousand. 

The convention had two sessions, one in the daytime, one 
in the evening. 

' The back of the president’s chair was round, decorated with 
gilt nails. His table rested on four winged monsters with a 
single foot, that seemed to have come out of the Apocalypse to 
be present at the Revolution. They looked as if they had 
been taken out of Ezekiel’s chariot to draw Samson’s tumbrel. 

On the president’s table there was a great bell, almost as 
large as a church bell, a large copper inkstand, and a folio 
volume bound in parchment, which contained the official re- 
ports. 

Decapitated heads, borne on the end of a pike, dripped 
blood on this table. 

The tribune was reached by means of nine sass These 
steps were high, steep, and difficult to mount; Gensonné 
stumbled one day as he was ascending them. “They are 
scaffold stairs!” he said. “Serve your apprenticeship,” ex- 
claimed Carrier. 

In the corners of the hall, where the wall seemed too bare, 
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the architect had placed fasces for ornamention, with the axe 
outside. 

On the right and on the left of the tribune, there were ped- 
estals bearing two candelabra twelve feet high, each with four 
pairs of lamps. Each public box had similar candelabra. 
On the pedestals of these candelabra there were carved cir- 
cles, which the people called “ guillotine collars.” 

The seats of the Assembly rose almost to the cornice of the 
tribunes; the representatives and the people could converse 
together. 

The exits of the tribunes opened into a labyrinth of corri- 

dors, usually filled with a furious din. 
' The Convention crowded the palace and overflowed into the 
neighboring mansions, Hdtel de Longueville and Hotel de 
Coigny. Hétel de Coigny was where the royal furniture was 
removed after the tenth of August, if a letter of Lord Brad- 
ford’s can be believed. It took two months to dismantle the 
Tuileries. 

The committee had their quarters in the vicinity of the 
hall; the Committees of Legislature, Agriculture, and Corh- 
merce were in the Pavillon Egalité; those of the Marine, 
Colonies, Finance, Assignats and Public Welfare in the Pavil- 
lon Liberté. The Committee of War was in the Pavillon Unité. 

The Committee of General Safety communicated directly 
with the Committee of Public Welfare by means of a dark 
passage lighted day and night by a reflecter, where the spies 
of every party came and went. People never spoke there. 

The bar of the Convention was several times removed. 
Usually, it was at the president’s right hand. 

At the ends of the hall, the vertical partitions which closed 
the concentric semi-circles of the amphitheatre, left between 
them and the wall two narrow, deep lobbies from which 
opened two dark square doors. ‘These were means of en- 
trance and exit. 

The representatives entered the hall directly by a door 
opening from the Terrace des Feuillants. 
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This hall, dimly lighted in the daytime by small windows, 
poorly lighted in the evening with ghastly lamps, had a 
strange nocturnal gloom about it. This dim illumination, 
together with the evening shades, made the sessions by lamp- 
light dismal. The people could not see each other; from one 
end of the hall to the other, from right to left, groups of 
indistinct faces insulted each other. People met without 
recognizing one another. One day as Laignelot was hurry: 
ing to the tribune he ran against some one in the inclined 
passage. “Beg pardon, Robespierre,” he said. “Whom d¢ 
you take me for?” replied a harsh voice. “Beg pardon, 
Marat,” said Laignelot. 

Two of the lower tribunes, to the right and left of the presi- 
dent were reserved, for strange to say, there were privileged 
spectators at the Convention. ‘These were the only tribunes 
having any drapery. In the centre of the architrave this 
drapery was caught up by two gold tassels. The tribunes 
for the people were bare. 

The effect of all this was intense, savage, regular. Savage 
correctness; this is a suggestion of the whole Revolution. 
The hall of the Convention offers the most complete speci- 
men of what artists have since called “architecture Messi- 
dor”; it was massive and slender. The builders of that 
period took symmetry for beauty. The last word of the 
Renaissance had been spoken under Louis XV., and a reaction 
followed. The noble in art had been carried to insipidity, 
and purity to monotony, There is such a thing as prudery 
in architecture. After the dazzling orgies in form and color 
of the eighteenth century, art was put on a diet, and allowed 
nothing but the straight line. This sort of progress ended in 
ugliness. Art reduced to a skeleton, was the result. This 
was the disadvantage of this kind of wisdom and abstinence ; 
the style was so sober that it became lean. 

Setting aside all political feeling, and looking at it from an 
architectural point of view, there was something about this 
hall that made one shiver. Qne recalled confusedly, the 
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former theatre, the garlanded boxes, its blue and crimson 
ceiling, its facetted chandeliers, its girandoles, with diamond 
reflections, its dove-colored hangings, its profusion of cupids 
and nymphs on the curtains and draperies, the whole royal 
and erotic idyl painted, carved and gilded, which had filled 
this stern place with its smile, and one saw all about him 
these hard right angles, cold and sharp as steel; it was some- 
thing like Boucher guillotined by David. 


IV. 


WHOEVER saw the Assembly never gave a second thought 
to the hall. Whoever saw the drama gave no thought to the 
theatre. Nothing was more deformed, nor more sublime. A 
pile of heroes, a herd of cowards. Wild beasts on a moun- 
tain, reptiles in a marsh. There swarmed, jostled, chal- 
lenged, threatened, fought and lived, all those combatants 
who are to-day but phantoms. 

A gathering of Titans. 

On the right, the Gironde, —a legion of thinkers; on the 
left the Mountain, —a group of athletes. On one side, Buissot, 
who received the keys of the Bastille; Barbaroux, whom the 
Marseilles troops obeyed; Kervélégan, who had the battalion 
of Brest garrisoned in the Faubourg Saint-Marceau, under his 
hand; Gersonné, who established the supremacy of repre- 
sentatives over generals; the fatal Guadet, to whom the 
queen showed the sleeping dauphin one night at the Tuileries, 
Guadet kissed the child’s forehead and caused the father to. 
lose his head ; Salles, the fanciful denouncer of the intimacies 
between the Mountain and Austria; Sillery, the humpback of 
‘the Right, as Couthon was the cripple of the Left. Lause- 
Duperret, who when called a “rascal” by a journalist, in- 
vited him to dine with him, saying: “I know that rascal 
means simply a man who does not think as we do”; Rabaut- 
Saint-Etienne, who commenced his Almanac of 1790 with 
these words: “The Revolution is ended”; Quinette, one of 
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those who overthrew Louis XVI.; the Jansenist Camus, who 
framed the civil constitution of the clergy, believed in the 
miracles of the deacon Paris, and knelt down every night 
before a Christ seven feet high, nailed against the wall of his 
room; Fauchet, a priest who, with Camille Desmoulins, caused 

the fourteenth of July; Isnard, who committed the crime of — 
saying “Paris will be destroyed,” at the same moment that 
Brunswick said: “Paris will be burned”; Jacob Dupont, the 
first one to exclaim “I am an Atheist,” and to whom Robes- 
pierre replied: “ Atheism is aristocratic” ; Lanjuinais, a stern, 
wise, and brave Breton; Ducos, the Euryalus of Boyer- 
Fonfréde; Rebecqui, the Pylades of Barbaroux, Rebecqui 
gave in his resignation because Robespierre had not been 
guillotined; Richaud, who fought the permanency of the 
Sections; Lasource, who uttered this murderous apoph- 
thegm: “Woe to thankful nations!” and who afterwards 
at the foot of the scaffold, was to contradict himself by 
hurling this proud speech at those of the Mountain: “ We 
die because the people are asleep, and you will die because the 
people will awaken;” Biroteau, who had the abolition of 
inviolability decreed, and was thus unconsciously the forger 
of the chopping-knife, and erected the scaffold for himself, 
Charles Villatte, who shielded his conscience behind this 
protestation: “I do not wish to vote under the knife”; 
Louvet, the author of Faublas, who was to end as a bookseller 
in the Palais Royal with Lodoiska behind the counter; Mercier, 
the author of the “Tableau de Paris,” who exclaimed: “Every 
king felt for the nape of his neck the twenty-first of January”; 
Marec, whose anxiety was the faction of ancient boundaries; 
the journalist Carra, who said to the executioner at the foot of 
the scaffold: “It annoys me to die. I should have liked to 
see what follows”; Vigée, who had the title of grenadier in 
the second battalion of Mayence-et-Loire, who, when threat- 
ened by the public tribunes, cried out: “I ask that at the 
first murmur of the public tribunes, we withdraw and march 
to Versailles, sword in hand!” Buzot, destined to die of 
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hunger; Valazé, victim of his own dagger; Condorcet, who 
was to die at Bourg-la-Reine, changed to Bourg-Kegalite, 
denounced by the Horace he carried in his pocket; Pétion, 
whose fate was to be worshipped by the multitude in 1792, 
and devoured by the wolves in 1794; twenty others beside, 
Pontécoulant, Marboz, Lidon, Saint-Martin, Dussaulx, the 
translator of “Juvenal,” who took part in the campaign of 
Hanover; Boileau, Bertrand, Lesterp-Beauvais, Lesage, Go- 
maire, Gardien, Mainvielle, Duplantier, Lacaze, Antiboul, and 
at their head a Barnave called Vergniaud. 

On the other side, Antoine-Louis-Léon Florelle de Saint- 
Just, pale, with a low forehead, regular profile, mysterious 
eye, exceedingly melancholy, twenty-three years of age; Mer- 
lin de Thionville, whom the Germans called Feuer-Teufel, 
“fire-devil” ; Merlin de Douai, the guilty author of the “ Law 
of the Suspected”; Soubrany, whom the people of Paris, on 
the first Prairial* asked to have for a general; the former 
priest Lebon, holding a sword in his hand which had once 
seattered holy water; Billaud-Varennes, who foresaw the 
magistracy of the future, no judges but arbitors; Fabre 
d@Eglantine, who made a charming discovery, the Republican 
calendar, just as Rouget de Lisle had a sublime inspiration, 
the Marseillaise, and neither were guilty of a second offence ; 
the attorney of the Commune, who said: “A dead king is not 
a man less”; Goujon, who entered Tripstadt, Newstadt, and 
Spire, and saw the Prussian army flee; Lacroix, a lawyer 
turned general, made chevalier de Saint-Louis six days before 
the tenth of August; Fréron Thersite, son of Fréron-Zoile ; 
Ruth the inexorable investigator of the iron press, destined 
for a great Republican suicide: —he was to kill himself the 
day the Republic died; Fouché, with the soul of a demon, 
and the face of a corpse; Camboulas, the friend of Father 
Duchesne, who said to Guillotin: “ You belong to the club of 
the Feuillants, but your daughter belongs to the club of the 
_Jacobins; Jagot, who gave this savage reply to those com- 


* The first Prairial occurred on May 2C, 1793. — Tr. 
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plaining about the nakedness of the prisoner; “A prison is 
a garment of stone”; Javogues, the terrible spoiler of the 
tombs of Saint-Denis; Osselin, the proscriber, who hid in his 
house Madame Charry, one of the proscribed; Bentabolle, 
who, when he presided, made signs to the tribunes to cheer or 
to hoot; the journalist Robert, the husband of Mademoiselle 
Kéralio, who wrote: “ Neither Robespierre nor Marat come to 
my house; Robespierre may come whenever he wishes ; Marat 
never”; Garan-Coulon, who had proudly demanded, when 
Spain interposed in the trial of Louis XVI.,. that the Assem- 
bly should not condescend to read a letter from a king in 
behalf of a king; Grégoire at first a worthy bishop of the 
Primitive Church, but who afterwards under the Empire oblit- 
erated the Republican Grégoire with Count Grégoire; Amar, 
who said, — 

“The whole earth condemns Louis XVI. To whom then 
shall we appeal for judgment ? ‘To the planets ?” 

Rouyer, who was opposed to having the cannon fired from 
the Pont-Neuf, the twenty-first of January, saying, — 

“A king’s head will not make any more noise in falling 
than the head of any other man”; Chénier, André’s brother ; 
Vadier, one of those who laid a pice on the prin, Tanis, 
who said to Momoro, — 

“JT want Marat and Robespierre to embrace each other at 
my table in my house.” 

*“Where do you live?” 

“ At Charenton.” 

“T should have been surprised if it were anywhere else,” 
said Momoro. Legendre, who was the butcher of the French 
Revolution, as Pride was the butcher of the Revolution of 
England. 

“Come, let me knock you down!” he exclaimed to Taner 
nais. And Lanjuinais replied, — 

“First let it be decreed that I am an ox.” Collot d’Herbois, 
that melancholy comedian, wearing over his face the ancient 
mask with two mouths which said yes and no, approving 
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with one what it blamed with the other, branding Carrier at 
Nantes and deifying Chalier at Lyons, sending Robespierre 
to the scaffold, and Marat to the Panthéon; Génissieux 
who demanded the penalty of death for those who wore the 
medallion, “Lowis XVI. martyrisé” ; Léonard Bourdon, the 
schoolmaster, who offered his house to the old man of Mont 
Jura; Topsent, the sailor; Goupilleau, the lawyer; Laurent 
Lecointre, a merchant; Duhem, a physician; Sergent, the 
sculptor; David, the painter; Joseph Egalité, a prince. 

Beside these, Lecointe Puiraveau, who asked to have Marat 
decreed to be “in a state of lunacy ”; Robert Lindet, the dis- 
quieting creator of that devil-fish, whose head was the Com- 
mittee of General Safety, and which covered France with 
twenty-one thousand arms called the Revolutionary Commit- 
tees; Leboeuf, about whom Girey-Dupré, in his “ Christmas of 
False Patriots ” wrote this verse, — 


** Leboeuf saw Legendre and bellowed.”’ 


Thomas Paine, an American, and merciful; Anacharsis 
Cloots, a German baron, a millionaire, atheist, Hébertist, 
candid; the upright Lebas, friend of the Duplays; Rovere, 
one of those rare mén who are wicked for wickedness’ sake, 
because art for art’s sake exists more than people are aware 
of; Charlier who wished to have the aristocrats formally 
addressed; Tallien, an elegist and cruel, who will cause the 
ninth Thermidor from love; Cambacéres, an attorney who 
will be prince; Carrier, an attorney who will be a tiger; La- 
planche, who exclaimed one day: “I demand priority for the 
alarm-gun”; Thuriot, who wanted to have the jury of the 
Revolutionary Tribunal vote by acclamation; Bourdon de 
VOise, who challenged Chambon, denounced Paine, and was 
denounced by Hébert; Fayau who proposed “to send an 
incendiary army” to la Vendée; Tavaux, who came near being 
a mediator between la Gironde and the Mountain; Vernier, 
who asked to have the Girondist Chiefs and the chiefs of the 
Mountain serve as common soldiers; Rewbell, who shut himself 
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up in Mayence; Bourbotte, who had his horse killed under 
him, at the taking of Saumur; Guimberteau, who directed 
the army of the coast of Cherbourg ; Jard-Panvilliers, who 
directed the army of the coast of Rochelle; Lecarpentier, 
who directed the. squadron of Cancale; Roberjot, for whom 
the ambush of Rastadt was waiting; Prieur de la Marne, 
who in camp wore his old counter-epaulet of major; Levas- 
seur de la Sarthe, who with a word decided Serrent, command- 
ant of the battalion of Saint-Amand, to commit suicide ; 
Reverchon, Maure, Bernard de Saintes, Charles Richard, 
Lequinio, and at the head of this group a Mirabeau called 
Danton. 

Outside these two camps, and respected by both, rose a 
single man, Robespierre. 


V. 


Betow crouched Terror, which can be noble, and Fear which 
is base. Beneath passion, beneath heroism, beneath devotion, 
beneath rage, was the melancholy crowd of the anonymous. 
The dregs of the Assembly were called la Plaine. It contained 
everything drifting; men who doubted, who hesitated, who 
recoiled, who procrastinated, those who were spies, each fear- 
ing somebody. The Mountain was the élite; la Plaine was 
the common crowd. La Plaine was summed up and condensed 
in Sieyes. 

Sieyes was a deep man who had grown shallow. He had 
stopped at the Third-Estate and had never been able to rise 
to the height of the people. Certain minds are so constituted 
that they never pass beyond mediocrity. Sieyés called Robes- 
pierre a tiger, and he called Sieyés a mole. This metaphysi- 
cian had arrived not at wisdom, but at prudence. He was the 
courtier, not the servitor of the Revolution. He took a shovel 
and went to work with the people in the Champ-de-Mars, har- 
nessed to the same wagon with Alexandre de Beauharnais. 
He advised energy, but never made use of it. He said to the 
Girondists; “Put the cannon on your side,” There are 
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thinkers who are fighters, such as Condorcet with Vergniaud, 
or Camille Desmoulins with Danton. ‘There are thinkers who 
are anxious to hve; such were with Sieyés. 

The most generous vats have their dregs. Below even the 
Plaine there was the Marais. Hideous stagnation disclosing 
the transparencies of egotism. There the fearful trembled in 
dumb expectation. The infamous without shame; latent an- 
ger; revolt under servitude. They were cynically frightened ; 
they had all the courage of cowardice; they preferred la 
Gironde and chose the Mountain; the final result depended 
on them; they poured out on the successful side; they deliv- 
ered Louis XVI. to Vergniaud, Vergniaud to Danton, Danton 
to Robespierre, Robespierre to Tallien. They pilloried Marat 
while he was alive, and deified Marat after he wasdead. They 
upheld everything till the day when they overthrew every- 
thing. ‘Their instinct was to give a decisive push to every- 
thing that tottered. In their eyes, as they had been brought 
into service on condition that there ‘should be solidity, to 
waver was to betray them. They were numbers, they were 
force, they were fear. Hence the daring of baseness. 

They were the cause of May 31st, the eleventh Germinal, 
the ninth Thermidor; tragedies knotted by giants and untied 
by dwarfs. 


V1, 


Wits these men full of passion, were mingled men full of 
dreams. The Utopia was there in all its forms; in its warlike 
form, which admitted the scaffold, and in its innocent form 
which abolished capital punishment; a spectre when facing 
thrones, an angel when facing the people. Opposed to the 
fighting minds were the brooding minds. The first had war 
in their heads; the others, peace ; one brain, Carnot, gave birth 
to fourteen armies; another brain, Jean Derby, meditated an 
universal democratic confederation. In the midst of this 
furious eloquence, among these voices howling and raging, 
there were fecund silences. Lakanal was silent, and thought 
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out public national education; Lanthenas was silent, and 
created the primary schools; Revellitre-Lepaux was silent, 
and dreamed of elevating philosophy to the dignity of relig- 
ion. Others busied themselves with questions of detail, less 
pretentious and more practical. Guyton-Morveaux studied the 
salubrity of hospitals; Maire, the abolition of actual servi- 
tude; Jean-Bon-Saint-André, the suppression of arrest and 
imprisonment for debt; Romme, the proposition of Chappe; 
Duboé, the ordering of the archives; Coren-Fustier, the crea- 
tion of the Cabinet,of Anatomy and the Museum of Natural 
History ; Guyomard, river navigation and the damming of the 
Escaut. 

Art had its monomaniacs; January 21st, while the head of 
the monarchy was falling in the Place de la Revolution, 
Bézard, repesentative from Oise, went to see a picture by 
Rubens, found in a garret in Rue Saint-Lazare. Artists, 
orators, prophets, great men like Danton, petty men like 
Cloots, gladiators and philosophers, all were striving for the 
same end, — progress. Nothing disconcerted them. The grand- 
eur of the Convention lay in finding out how much reality 
there was in what men called the impossible. Atone extreme, 
Robespierre had his eye fixed on Law; at the other extreme, 
Condorcet had his eye fixed on Duty. 

Condorcet was a dreamer and a clear-sighted man; Robes- 
pierre was a man of executive ability; and sometimes in the 
final crises of worn-out societies, execution means extermina- 
tion. Revolutions have two slopes, ascent and descent, and 
bear, terraced on these slopes, all the seasons from ice to 
flowers. Each zone of these slopes produces men suited to 
its climate, from those who live in the sun to those who live 
in lightning. 


VIL. 


Pror.eE showed each other the corner of the passage on the 
left where Robespierre whispered in the ear of Garat, Cla- 
viere’s friend, this terrible epigram: “Claviére has conspired 
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wherever he has respired.” In this same nook, convenient 
for asides and whispered anger, Fabre d’Eglantine had quar- 
relled with Romme, and reproached him for disfiguring his 
calendar by changing Fervidor to Thermidor. 

People pointed out the corner where the seven representa- 
tives of the Haute-Garonne sat, elbow to elbow; the first 
called to pronounce their verdict on Louis XVI., they replied 
one after another: Mailhe, “death”; Delmas, “death”; Pro- 
jean, “death”; Calés, “death”; Ayral, “death”; Julien, 
“death”; Desaby, “death.” 

An eternal reverberation which has filled all history, and 
which, since human justice exists, has always given the echo 
of the grave to the wall of the tribunal. People pointed out, 
among this riotous crowd of faces, all those men who had 
been the cause of the hubbub of tragic votes: — Paganel, who 
said, — 

“Death. A king is of no use until he is dead.” Maillaud, 
who said, — 

“Tf death did not exist to-day, it would be necessary to 
invent it.” The old Raffrop du Trouillet, who said, — 

“Death, come quickly!” Goupilleau, who exclaimed, — 

“The scaffold immediately. Slowness aggravates death.” 
Sieyes, who exclaimed with funereal conciseness, — 

“Death.” Thuriot, who rejected the appeal to the people 
proposed by Buzot, — 

“What! primary assemblies! what! forty-four thousand 
tribunals! Trial without end. The head of Louis XVI. 
would have time to turn white before it would fall.” Au- 
gustin-Bon Robespierre, who exclaimed after his brother, — 

“J know nothing of a humanity which slaughters nations, 
and pardons despots; to ask a reprieve is to substitute an 
appeal to tyrants for the appeal to the people.” Foussedoire, 
Bernardin de Saint-Pierre’s substitute, who said, — 

“T have a horror of shedding human blood, but the blood of 
a king is not the blood of aman. Death.” Jean-Bon-Saint- 
André, who said, — 


188 NINETY-THREE. 


“No free people, unless the tyrant dies.” Lavicomterie, 
who proclaimed this formula, — 

“While the tyrant breathes, liberty suffocates. Death.” 
Chateauneuf-Randon, who cried, — 

“The death of Louis the Last.” Guyardin, who gave utter- 
ance to this wish, — 

“Let the ‘Barriére-Renversée’ be executed (the Barriere- 
Renversée, or overthrown barrier, was the Barriere du Trone). 
Tellier, who said, — 

“Let a cannon of the size of Louis XVI.’s head be forged, 
to use against the enemy.” 

And the indulgents: Gentil, who said, — 

“JT vote for imprisonment. To make a Charles I. is to make 
a Cromwell.” Bancal, who said, — 

“Exile. I want to see the first king of the universe con- 
demned to learn a trade in order to earn his living.” Albouys, 
who said, — 

“Banishment. Let this hving spectre go to wander about 
thrones.” Zangiacomi, who said, — 

“Let us keep Capet alive for a scarcecrow.” Chaillon, who 
said, — 

“Let him live, I would not put to death one whom Rome 
would canonize.” 

While these sentences were falling from these stern lips, 
and one after another became historical, in the tribunes, 
women wearing low-necked dresses and jewels, holding the 
list, counted the voices and pricked each vote with a pin. 

Wherever tragedy enters in, horror and pity remain. 

To see the Convention during any period of its reign was 
to see the judgment of the last Capet over again; the legend 
of January 21st seemed mingled with all its proceedings ; the 
dreadful assembly was full of those fatal breaths, which had 
blown over the old torch of monarchy lighted for eighteen 
centuries, and had put it out; the decisive trial for all kings 
in one king was like the crisis in the great war on the Past; 
at whatever session of the Convention one was present, the 
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shadow cast by the scaffold of Louis XVI. seemed to brood 
over it; the spectators related to each other the resignation 
of Kersaint, the resignation of Roland, how Duchatel, the 
deputy of the Deux-Sévres, being ill, was brought on his 
bed, and, while dying, voted for the king’s life, which caused 
Marat to laugh; people looked around for the representative, 
forgotten by history to-day, who, after that session of thirty- 
seven hours, dropped on his bench overcome with weariness 
and sleep, and, awakened by the usher when it was his turn 
to vote, opened his eyes, said: “Death!” and fell asleep 
again. 

At the time Louis XVI. was condemned to die, Robespierre 
had eighteen months longer to live; Danton, fifteen months; 
Vergniaud, nine months; Marat, five months and three 
weeks; Lepelletier-Saint-Fargeau, one day. Short and ter- 
rible breath from human mouths! 


VIUI. 


THE people had one window opening on the Convention, 
the public tribunes, and when this was insufficient they 
opened the door, and the street entered the Assembly. 

These invasions of the multitude into the senate are one of 
the most extraordinary sights of history. These irruptions 
were usually cordial. The street-crossing fraternized with 
the curule-chair. But it was a terrible cordiality which the 
people showed one day when in three hours they took the 
cannon and forty thousand guns, from the Invalides. 

Each instant the session was interrupted by a march of 
men; deputations, petitions, homages, offerings were received 
at the bar. The pike of honor from the Faubourg-Saint- 
Antoine entered, borne by women. The English offered 
twenty thousand shoes to our bare-footed soldiers. 

“Citizen Arnoux,” said the Moniteur, “priest of Aubignan, 
commandant of the battalion de la Dréme, asks to march to 
the frontiers, and to have his parish preserved for him.” 
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Delegates came from the sections, bringing on handbarrows, 
dishes, patens, chalices, monstrances, piles of gold, silver, and 
silver-gilt, as offerings to the country from this multitude in 
rags, and asked as a recompense permission to dance the 
carmagnole, or Revolutionary dance, before the Convention. 
Chenard, Narbonne, and Valliére came singing verses in honor 
of the Mountain. 

The Section of Mont-Blanc brought the bust of Lepelletier, 
and a woman placed a red cap on the head of the president, 
who kissed it; “the citizenesses of the Section du Mail” 
threw flowers to “the legislators”; the “pupils of the coun- 
try ”-came, to the sound of music, to thank the Convention for 
having “prepared the prosperity of the age”; the women 
from the Section of the Gardes-Frangaises offered roses: the 
women from the Section of the Champs-Elysées offered a 
wreath of oak leaves; the women from the Section of the 
Temple came to the bar to take the oath “to marry none but 
true Republicans”; the Section of Mohere presented a medal 
of Franklin, which was decreed to be suspended from the 
crown of the statue of Liberty; the Enfants-Trouvés, declared 
“children of the Republic” filed in, dressed in the national 
uniform; the young girls from the Section of Ninety-two 
came in long, white dresses, and the following day the Moni- 
teur contained this line; “The president received a bouquet 
from the hands of a young beauty.” 

The orators saluted the crowds; sometimes they flattered 
them, they said: “You are infallible, you are irreproachable, 
you are sublime”; the people have a childish side, they like | 
these sugarplums. Sometimes the disturbance went through 
the Assembly, entering in a rage and going out peacefully, as 
the Rhone passes through Lake Leman, looking like mud 
when it enters, and deep blue when it leaves it. 

Sometimes it was less pacific, and Henriot had gridirons 
for heating the cannon balls brought to the door of the 
Tuileries. 
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IX. 


At the same time the Assembly freed itself from the rev- 
olution; it produced civilization. A furnace, but a forge. In 
this vat where terror boiled, progress fermented. Out of this 
chaos of shadow and this stormy flight of clouds, shone im- 
mense rays of light parallel to the eternal laws. Rays which 
have remained on the horizon and forever visible in the sky 
of the people, and which are justice, toleration, goodness, 
reason, truth, love. 

The Convention promulgated this great axiom: “The liberty 
of one citizen ends where the hberty of another citizen 
begins,” which comprises in two hnes the entire law of human 
society. It declared indigence sacred; it declared infirmity 
sacred, in the blind and the deaf-mutes who became wards 
of the State; maternity sacred, in the girl-mother, whom 
it consoled and relieved; childhood sacred, in the orphan that 
it caused to be adopted by the country; innocence sacred, in 
the acquital of the accused, whom it indemnified. It branded 
the slave trade; it abolished slavery. It proclaimed civic 
joint responsibility. It decreed gratuitous instruction. It 
organized national education: by the normal school in Paris, 
by the central school in the principal towns, and primary 
schools in the Commune. It created conservatories and 
museums. It decreed unity of the Code, unity of weights 
and measures, unity of calculation by the decimal system. It 
established the finances of France, and caused public credit to 
follow the long monarchical bankruptcy. It brought the tele- 
graph into use, gave endowed hospitals for the aged, clean 
hospitals to the sick, the Polytechnic school to instruction, 
the Bureau of Longitudes to science, the institute to the 
human mind. 

It was cosmopolitan as well as national. Of the eleven 
thousand two hundred and ten decrees passed by the Conven- 
tion, one third have a political aim, two thirds have a humani- 
tarian aim. It declared morals to be the universal foundation 
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of society, and conscience the universal foundation of law. 
And all this—slavery abolished, brotherhood proclaimed, 
humanity protected, human conscience rectified, the law of 
work transformed to a privilege, and from being onerous made 
helpful, national wealth strengthened, childhood brightened. 
and assisted, letters and science propagated, light shed on 
every summit, help for all the wretched, encouragement of all 
principals, —all this the convention brought about, having in 
its vitals that hydra, la Vendée, and on its shoulders that pile 
of tigers, the kings. 


X. 


TREMENDOvs stage! All types ; human, inhuman, and super- 
human were there. Epic gathering of antagonisin; Guillotine 
avoiding David, Bagire insulting Chabot, Guadet jeering at 
Saint-Just, Vergniaud scorning Danton, Louvet attacking 
Robespierre, Buzot denouncing Egalité, Chambon branding 
Pache, — all execrating Marat. 

And how many other names ought to be recorded still! 
Armonville, called Bonnet-Rouge, because he would only sit 
in a Phrygian cap, a friend of Robespierre, and wishing 
“after Louis XVI. to have Robespierre guillotined ” from a 
love of equilibrium; Massieu; a colleague and double of that 
good Lamourette, a bishop made to leave his name to a kiss; 
Lehardy du Morbihan stigmatizing the priests of Brittany ; 
Barére, the man of majorities, who presided when Louis XVI. 
appeared at the bar, and who was to Paméla what Louvet was 
to Lodoiska: the orator Daunou, who said, “ Let us gain time” ; 
Dubois Crancé, in whose ear Marat stooped to whisper; the 
Marquis de Chateauneuf; Laclos, Hérault de Séchelles, who 
drew back before Henriot, exclaiming, “Gunners, to your 
guns!” Julien who compared the Mountain to Thermopylae; 
Gamon, who wished to have one of the public tribunes re- 
served solely for women; Laloy, who bestowed the honors of 
the session on bishop Gobel, who came to the Convention to 
lay down the mitre and to don the red cap; Lecomte, who 
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exclaimed, “So the honors are for any who will lay down his 
priestly robes!” Féraud, whose head Boissy-d’Anglas saluted, 
leaving it an open question to history, whether Boissy-d’ Anglas 
saluted the head, that is to say the victim, or the pike, that is 
to say the assassins; The two brothers Duprat, one a Montag- 
nard, the other, a Girondist, who hated each other, as did the 
two brothers Chénier. 

At this tribune were spoken those giddy words which some- 
times, though unknown to him who has uttered them, produce 
the prophetic accent of revolutions, and in consequence of 
which material facts seem abruptly to assume a strange dis- 
content and passion, as if they had taken offence at the things 
they had just heard; passing events seem incensed at what is 
spoken ; catastrophes arise full of wrath, and as if exasperated 
by the words of men. So a voice in the mountain is enough 
to let loose an avalanche. A word too much may be followed 
by acaving in. If the word had not been spoken, it would 
not have happened. It seems sometimes as if events were 
irascible.. 

It was in this way, by the chance word of an orator mis- 
understood, that Madame Elizabeth’s head was made to fall. 
At the Convention, intemperance of language was allowable. 
Threats flew and crossed each other in a discussion like fire- 
brands in a conflagration. 

Pétion. Robespierre come to the point. 

Robespierre. The point is yourself, Péton. I will come to 
it, and you will see it. 

A Voice. Death to Marat. 

Marat. The day Marat dies there will be no more Paris, 
and the day Paris perishes, there will be no more Republic. 

Billaud-Varennes rises and says : “ We are willing.” — Bar- 
rere interrupts him: “You speak like a king.” Another day 
Phillipeaux said: “A member has drawn his sword on me.” 

Audouin. President, call the assassin to order. 

The President. Attention. 

Audouin. President, I call you to order myself. 
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The people laughed rudely. 

Lecointre. The priest of Chant-de-Bout complains of 
Fauchet, his bishop, who forbids him to marry. 

A Voicé. I don’t see why Fauchet, who has his mistresses, 
wishes to prevent others from having wives. 

Another Voice. Priest take a wife! 

The tribunes joined in the conversation. They addressed 
the Assembly familiarly. One day Representative Ruamps 
went up into the tribune. One of his hips was much larger 
than the other. One of the spectators cried out to him: 
“Turn that to the right side, for you have a cheek like 
David.” Such were the liberties that people took with the 
Convention. Once, however, in the tumult of April 11th, 
1793, the president caused a disorderly spectator in the tri- 
bune to be arrested. 

One day the session had old Buonarotti for a witness. 
Robespierre takes the floor and speaks two hours, looking at 
Danton, sometimes straight in the eye, which was serious, 
sometimes askance, which was worse. He thundered to the 
end, however. He ended in an explosion of indignation, full 
of ominous words: “ We know the intriguers, we know the 
corruptors and the corrupted, we know the traitors; they are 
in this assembly. They hear us, we see them and our eyes do 
not leave their faces. Let them look above their heads, and 
they will see the sword of the law; let them look into their 
consciences and they will see their infamy. Let them be on 
their guard.” And when Robespierre had ended, Danton with 
his face turned to the ceiling, his eyes half-closed, one arm 
over the back of his seat, throws himself back and is heard to 
hum, — 


‘* Cadet Roussel fait des discours 
Qui ne sont pas longs quand ils sont courts.” * 


The imprecations called for retorts. — Conspirator ! — 
Assassin ! — Villain! — Factionist !— Moderate!— They de- 


* Roussel’s speeches are of the sort 
That are not long when they are short. 
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nounced each other to the bust of Brutus which was there. 
Apostrophes, insults, challenges. Angry looks from one side 
to the other, threatening fists, pistols half shown, daggers 
half drawn. Tremendous blazing of the tribune. Some 
talked as if they were leaning against the guillotine. Heads 
wagged, ominous and terrible. Montagnards, Girondins, 
Feuillants, Modérantistes, Terroristes, Jacobins, Cordeliers, 
eighteen regicide priests. 

Allthese men! A mass of smoke driven in every direction. 


2.46 


Minps,a prey to the wind. 

But this wind a miraculous wind. 

To be amember of the Convention was to be a billow of 
the ocean. And this was true of the greatest. The impelling 
force came from above. In the Convention there was a will 
power belonging to all and belonging to none. This will 
power was an idea, indomitable and boundless, which blew 
from the height of heaven into the darkness below. We call 
this the Revolution. When this idea passed, it overcame one 
and lifted up another; it carried away some on the top of the 
wave, and shipwrecked others. This idea knew where it was 
going, and drove the gulf before it. To impute the Revolu- 
tion to men is to impute the tide to the billows. 

Revolution is an action of the Unknown. Call it good 
action or bad, according as you aspire to the future or the 
past, but leave it to whatever has caused it. It seems the 
common work of great events and great individuals combined, 
but it is in reality the resultant of events. Events spend, 
men pay. Events dictate, men sign. July 14 is signed 
Camille Desmoulins, August 10 is signed Danton, September 
2 is signed Marat, September 21 is signed Grégoire, January 
21 is signed Robespierre ; but Desmoulins, Danton, Marat, 
Grégoire, and Robespierre are mere clerks. The immense 
and awful author of these great pages has a name, God; and a 
mark, Fate. Robespierre believed in God. Of course! 
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Revolution is one form of the inherent phenomenon which 
presses us on every side, and which we call necessity. 

Before this mysterious complication of benefits and suffer- 
ing arises the “ Why ?” of history. 

“Because.” This, the reply of one who knows nothing, is 
also the reply of one who knows everything. 

In the presence of these climacteric catastrophes which 
destroy and give life to civilization, one hesitates to judge the 
details. To blame or praise men on account of the result, is 
almost like praising or blaming figures on account of the sum 
total. Whatever is to happen, happens; whatever is to blow, 
blows. The eternal serenity does not suffer from these north 
winds. Above Revolutions, Truth and Justice reign, as the 
starry heavens above the tempest. 


XII. 


Sucu was this boundless Convention; an intrenched camp 
of the human race attacked by all the powers of darkness at 
once, the night fires of a besieged army of ideas, the immense 
bivouac of minds on the edge of a precipice. Nothing in his- 
tory can be compared to this gathering, both senate and popu- 
lace, conclave and street crossing, areopagus and public square, 
tribunal and the accused. 

The Convention always yielded to the wind; but the wind 
came from the mouth of the people and was the breath of 
God. 

And to-day, after eighty years have passed, each time that 
the Convention comes up before the thought of a man, 
whatever he may be, historian or philosopher, that man stops 
and meditates. It is impossible not to give attention to this 
great procession of shades. 


CHAPTER II. 
MARAT IN THE LOBBY. 


As he had announced to Simonne Evrard, Marat went to 
the Convention the next day after the meeting in Rue du 
Paon. 

At the Convention there was present a Maratist marquis, 
Louis de Montaut, the one who later on presented a decimal 
clock, surmounted by a bust of Marat, to the Convention. 

As Marat entered, Chabot had just approached Montaut. 

“Ci-devant,” he said. 

Montaut raised his eyes. 

“Why do you call me ci-devant ?” 

“ Because that is what you are.” 

Te A 2 o2 

“Since you were a marquis.” 

sé Never.” 

Baht? 

“My father was a soldier, my grandfather was a weaver.” 

“What are you singing about, Montaut ?” 

“ My name is not Montaut.” 

“ What is it then ?” 

“T call myself Maribon.” 

“Indeed,” said Chabot, “it is all the same to me.” 

And he added between his teeth, — 

“He won’t be a marquis.” 

Marat stopped in the passageway at the left and looked at 
Montaut and Chabot. 

Every time that Marat entered, it created a commotion, but 
at a distance from him. All around him it was silent. Marat 
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paid no attention to it. He scorned the “croaking in the 
marsh.” 

In the obscurity of the lower row of seats, Conpé de Oise, 
Prunelle, Villars, a bishop who later became a member of the 
French Academy, Boutroue, Petit, Plaichard, Bonet, Thibau- 
deau, Valdruche, pointed him out one to another. 

“See, Marat!” 

sal SE a cae 

“Yes, for he is in his dressing-gown.” 

“Tn his dressing-gown ? ” 

“By Heavens, yes!” 

“He dares to do anything.” 

“He dares to come to the Convention in this way!” 

“Since he came here one day crowned with laurels, he may 
a8 well come in his dressing-gown !” 

“Face of copper, teeth of verdigris.” 

“ His dressing-gown looks new.” 

“What is it made of ?” 

COL Teps? 

“Striped.” 

“ Look at his lapels.” 

They are fur” 

“Tiser skin.” 

“ No, ermine.” 

“ Tmitation.” 

“ And he has on stockings.” 

“That is strange.” 

* And buckles on his shoes.” 

“OF silver)” 

“The sabots of Camboulas will not forgive him that.” 

On the other benches they pretended not to see Marat. 
The people talked of other things. Santhonax addressed 
Dussaulx. ; 

“Dussaulx, you know—” 

“What ?” 

“The ci-devant Count de Brienne ? ’”” 
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“Who was at la Force with the ci-devant duke de Vil- . 
leroy ?” 

© Yes,” 

“T knew both of them. Well?” 

“They were so much frightened that they saluted all the 
red caps of all the turnkeys, and one day they refused to play 
a game of piquet because they were given a pack of cards 
with kings and queens.” 

“Well? ” 

“They were guillotined yesterday.” 

“ Both of them ?” 

“ Both of them.” 

“On the whole, how did they behave in prison?” 

“ Like cowards.” 

“ And how were they on the scaffold ? ” 

“ Fearless.” 

And Dussaulx uttered this exclamation, — 

“Tt is easier to die than to live.” 

Barere was in the midst of reading a report concerning la 
Vendée. Nine hundred men of Morbihan had set out with 
cannon to the relief of Nantes. Redon was threatened by the 
peasants. Paimbceuf was attacked. <A fleet was cruising 
about Maindrin to prevent invasion. From Ingrande to 
Maure, the entire left bank of the Loire was bristling with 
Royalist batteries. Ten thousand peasants had possession 
of Pornic. They were crying, “Long live the English!” A 
letter from Santerre to the Convention, which Barere read, 
ended thus: “Seven thousand peasants have attacked Vannes. 
We repulsed them and they left four cannon in our hands” — 

“ And how many prisoners ?” interrupted a voice. 

Barére continued, — “ Postscript of the letter: ‘We have 
no prisoners, because we no longer take any.’ ” 

Marat, always immovable, was not listening; he seemed to 
be absorbed by his own stern thoughts. In his hand he held 
a paper which he crumpled between his fingers, and if any one 
had unfolded this pafier he could have read these lines in 
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Momoro’s handwriting and which were probably a reply to 
some question asked by Marat. 

“Nothing can be done against the sovereign power of the 
delegated commissioners, above all, against the delegates of 
the Committee of Public Welfare. It was in vain that Génis- 
seux said, in the session of May sixth: ‘Each commissioner 
is more than a king,’ it was of no use. They have power 
over life and death. Massade, at Angers; Trullard, at Saint- 
Amand; Nyon, near General Marcé’s; Parrein, with the army 
of the Sables; Millier, with the army of the Niort ;— each is 
all-powerful. The club of the Jacobins has gone so far as to 
name Parrein, brigadier-general. Circumstance pardons every- 
thing. A delegate from the Committee of Public Welfare 
holds in check a commander-in-chief.” 

Marat finished crumpling the paper, put it in his pocket, 
and went slowly toward Montaut and Chabot who were still 
talking and had not seen him enter. 

Chabot was saying, — 

“Maribon or Montaut, listen to this: I come from the 
Committee of Public Welfare.” 

“ And what are they doing there ?” 

“They are sending a noble to watch a priest.” 

(74 Ah ! ”? 

“A noble like yourself —” 

“T am not a noble,” said Montaut. 

“To a priest —” 

“Like yourself.” 

“JT am not a priest,” said Chabot. 

Both burst out laughing. 

“Give the particulars of the story,” continued Montaut. 

“Here they are. A priest called Cimourdain has been 
delegated with full powers to a viscount named Gauvain, 
this viscount has command of the investigating column of the 
coast army. The question is to prevent the noble from 
cheating, and the priest from treason.” 


* Moniteur, Vol. XIX. p. Si. 
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“That is very simple,” replied Montaut; “all that is neces- 
sary is to introduce death into the matter.” 
“T come for that,” said Marat. 
They raised their heads. 
“Good morning, Marat,” said Chabot, “you come but sel- 
dom to our sessions.” 
“My physician has ordered baths for me,” replied Marat. 
“You must beware of baths,” replied Chabot. “Seneca 
died in a bath.” 
Marat smiled. 
“Chabot, there is no Nero here.” 
“You are here,” said a harsh voice. 
It was Danton who passed by on his way up to his seat. 
Marat did not turn around. 
He bent his head down between the two faces of Montaut 
and Chabot. 
“Listen, I have come for a serious matter, one of us three 
must propose to-day the draft of a decree to the Convention.” 
“Not I,” said Montaut, “they would not listen to me. I 
am a marquis.” 
“They would not listen to me,” said Chabot, “I am a 
Capuchin.” 
“ And they would not listen to me,” said Marat, “I am 
Marat.” 
There was a silence between them. 
It was not easy to question Marat when he was absorbed in 
thought. However Montaut ventured to ask, — 
“Marat, what is the decree you wish for ? ” 
“A decree for punishing with death any military leader 
who lets a rebel prisoner escape.” 
Chabot interrupted him. 
“This decree already exists; it was voted the last of April.” 
“Then it is as good as a dead letter,’ said Marat. “ All 
through la Vendée they are letting prisoners go, and giving 
them protection with impunity.” 
“ Marat, that is because the decree is not in force,” 
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“ Chabot, it must be given new life.” 

“Without doubt.” 

“ And to do that, it is necessary to speak to the Convention.” 

“The end will be reached,” added Montaut, ‘if the Com- 
mittee of Public Welfare have the decree posted up in all the 
communes of la Vendée and make two or three good exam- 
ples.” 

“Of the great leaders,” continued Chabot. “Of the gen- 
erals.” 

Marat growled: “To be sure, that will do.” 

“Marat,” continued Chabot, “go yourself and say so to the 
Committee of Public Welfare.” 

Marat looked at him full in the face, which was not agree- 
able even for Chabot. 

“Chabot,” he said, “the Committee of Public Welfare is at 
Robespierre’s house; I do not go to Robespierre’s house.” 

“T will go myself,” said Montaut. 

“ Good,” said Marat. 

The following day an order from the Committee of Public 
Welfare was sent in every direction, commanding notices to 
be put up in the towns and villages of Vendée, and the strict 
execution of the decree of death to any one conniving in the 
escape of brigands and rebel prisoners. 

This decree was but a first step; the Convention was to go 
still farther. Some months later, the eleventh Brumaire, year 
II. (November 1793), with regard to Laval which had opened 
its doors to the Vendéan fugitives, it decreed that any town 
which should give asylum to the rebels should be demolished 
and destroyed. 

In their turn the princes of Europe, in the Duke of Bruns- 
wick’s manifesto, inspired by the refugees, and franied by the 
Marquis de Linnon, intendant of the Duke of Orleans, declared 
that all Frenchmen taken armed should be shot, and that if a 
hair fell from the king’s head, Paris should be razed. 

Cruelty against barbarism 
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